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^H^^ IVl em O I R S of Mifs R.ay. xfif 

1 . -Mr. H. ro M ifs — . Huntingddn, Dec. 4,1775.' i 

On drinking — he will not forget their 
appointment. 

2. The Same to the Same. HunlingdonyDec.6. ^ 3 

Declares he will take no advantage of 
her confeffion tnat ihe loves him — offers 
to fliare his little fortunes with her j 
but, if love cot. quers gratitude, proiells 
that fliefhall pronounce the victory and 
the prize. 

3. Mifs — -to Mr. H. Huntingdon, Dec. 7. ■ 6 

After fome ftruggle fhe declares the vie- . 
tory and the prize, and appoints the next 
6^y for the latter. 

4. Mr. H. to Mifs — . Hunting, the fame date, 8 

Refufes ^o accept the prize, heavenly a^ 
it is, under the roof of his hoft and her 
benefactor — apology for female frailty— 
^'Celia's pifture." 

5. The Same to the Same. Hunting. Dec. 8. 13 

In confequence of fomething which had 
paft between them, he formally releafes 
her from a folemn promife, v/hich iKe had 
made him of blifs on that day. 

6. Mifs — to Mr. H. Hinchinbrook, 10 Dec. 14 

Complairs of the kindne6 of his letters 
and hb conduft; of his offering to feJi 
out of the army, and to marry her — 
** Auld Robin Griy" — begs to fee him 
the next day.^ ,m 

7. Mr. H. to Mifs' — . Huntingdon, 13 Dec. 18 

On epiflolary prefaces — gratitude for 
the prize he received yeflerday — *o fuch 
word zsfdtieiy. 

.A3 g. Tb^s. 



f 



I 



▼i CONTENTS. 

Letter : Pa 

U. The Stime to the Same. Hunting. 24 Dec, '! 
Gratitude for the blifs. " 

9. Mifs — to Mr. H. Hinchinh. Chriftmas itv9. i 

Sufpiclons of Omiah — ca:inot tiicet him ' ™ 
to-daj — wi flies his delicacy would per- 
mit hirvifuing at Hinckinghrook as utual 
—fends her pidlure. 

iO. Mr. H. th Mifs -^. Huntingdon, 28 Dec, 
Thanks her for condefcending to remove 
his groundlefs caufe of jcalouly— lines on 
hzT pi£lure. 

1 1 . The Sanae to the Same. Hunting, i Jan. 76. 26 

On the new year — the foldier, whom flie 
defired him 10 beg off, was not puniflied. 

12. The Same to the Same. Hunting. 8 Feh, 28 

After having been weather-bound three 
^ weeks by the fnow at Hinchinhrook — un- 
eafy at the recolle^ion of the return he 
made to Lord S— 's hofpitality. * . 

13. The Same to the Same. Hunting. 16 M, 29 

Praifes her perfou and underilandiog, 
and her talents for mufic — fpcaks of his 
ungovernable pafllons — fends her OJ/iun^ 
and ** Lagan^s Tpeech to Lord Dunmore.** 

14. The Same to the Same. Huntthg, zzFeh. 36 

On nature and fubHraity in defcription— • 
on Rohinfon Cruficy Faldoni and Terefa 
Meunier — Jerninghun^s poem on their 
ftory ridiculed — begs ilie will not forget 
to-monow- 

15. M i fs — t o Mr . H . Hinchinbrook , 2 3 Feh. 44 

Alarmed at his not keeping the appoint- 
ment fad dreams laft night- 

thought he and Lord S— killed each 
other in'a duel. 
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A X v.^— 
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MEMOIRS OF MISS RAY. 

( Not in the London Edition, ) 



^he following Account c/* Miss Ray, (/aid 

to be written by a Gentleman of this City^^) 

firjl appeared in the Hibernian Magazine, 

for April, 1779, and is ncwy by particular 

« 

Dejirej republtjhed. 

Dublin, 20 Aug.. 1780. 

///a, quis & me^ inquit, miferam^ @* te perJitit^ Orpheu? 
Jamque vale :- fetor ingenti circumdata noile^ 
luvalidafque tibi tendtHty heu ! non tua^ palm(is. ViRe. 

Then thus the fair : what fary feizM on thee, 

Unhappy man ! to lofc thyfelf and rac ? ' 

And now farewell! invoIvM in (hades of night, 

For ever I am ravifti'd from thy fight : 

In vain I reach my feeble hands to join 

In fweet embraces, ah ! no longer thine! Dryden. 
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JL^ID we live in the days of knight errantry, when 
the paflion of love infplred its votaries with fenti- 
ments which frequently produced the moft extraor,- _ 
diriary efFefts, the tranfaftion^ of which we are now 
to treat, might pafs unnoticed j but the prefent po- 
liflied and enlightened age has exploded as chimeri- ' 
cai, ideas which are now to be found but in the tads. 

*Mk. Christ ophbk 5kct6.?.q^' X^^s^.-e.'^^ 



legends of the middle ages ii— fcrve to envbelK/h the 
agreeable fiftions of the poets ; — or to \Voik up the 
wonderful and pathetic of a modern novel. 

Illicit love now reigns triumphant, pervading 
til degrees, from the peer, (we had afmoft (aid 
prince,) to the peafant : obedient to its rmpulie, or 
the ibonger didlat s of intercft, the fair ones of the 
prefent age fubmir their mercenary charms; and the 
men equal!/ diftinguiflied for difilpation and incon- 
ftancy, reliriquiih the bappinefs of a virtuous union* 
to violate tbe marriage bed ;— engage in the lauda- 
ble pur.'uits of feduftion ;-— or revel in the amis of 
incontinent beautj. 

7 he recent and deplorable aft of Mr. Hacluqani 
in whatever point of view it is con itdered, affords to 
thofe who make human nature the objefl of their 
ftudy and enquiry, a remarkable incident in its hifto- 
ry, — and a query naturally arifes, which we fliall, 
however, fubmit to the cafuill ; — " Whether loyc 
V^d malice to the fame objefl can. dwell together in - 
the fame beaft ?" Mr. Hackman fliot at Mifs Raj 
bccaufe he loved her ; but how are we to reconcile 
the fentiment with the a6t ? certain it is» that Mi6 
Ray in the premature, and deplorable dcaxh, which 
fhe received by the hands of her admirer, experienc 
ed no lefs than flie could expeft or feel from the e^ 
fe^s of his moft deadly hate *. 

That 

♦ After the murder of Mifs Ray, two letters were found in 
Mr. Hackman's pocket , one, % cop-j ol ». V;\xv v<V\Oci^'^'«A 
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That " enjoyment is the grave of defire," — is an 
ophorifm In love, better verified by experience than 
many in Hippocrates or Boerhaav^ ; but, in direct 
contradiction to a general lii received, and virell- 
founded maxim, we find Mr. Hackman, after i, long 
and particular intimacy with Mifs Ray, during which 
flie not only encouraged his addreffes, but favoured 
him with that laft proof of her efteem, by which 
thofe who are beft accjuainted with the female heart, 
UJuft acknowledge, that the fincerity of women in 
matters of love, caa only be truly afcertainedj as it 
is alfo the moft trying telt of that conllancy, which v 
the men are apt to profefs, but whofe ultimate ob- 
jtCt IS generally poflefllon ; and whofe attentions and 
admiration is too frequently found to decreafe from 
tile tioafi that objeft is attained. But Mr. Hackroan's 
t^e^ion is faid to have continued unchanged, and 
his attachment unalterably fixed, from the 'commence- 
ment of their amour, to its final, and fatal termina- 
tion*. 

Not with- " 

written m Mifs Rft^y, tnd the other te his brother-iD-Uw, in 
Bow-flreet. The fiifl of thele cpilUcs is leplete with warm 
exprefltons of affection to the unfoitunate object of his love, and 
an eatQ^ftrecomni<fndation of his paiVton. The other contains 
a pathetic relation of the melancholy rciolution be had taken) 
and a confeflion of the cauie that produced it. 

* In the r^ign of the Emperor Nero^OctaviusSagit« 
TA, tribune of the »)Cople, int >xic. ted with a paflion for Poir- 
Ti A PosTHVMi A, whom Hc had J'-ng enjoyed in the moft un- 
bbnnded degrtc of illicit intctcou.'e, iovxiid'v{\v,\Q>it ^^'vcv^^^iai^^^ 
b/poiTcmon, that he roUatcdhcr, V\v>\ w?.^^tL\.\m>i^vViwi\'^'^> 
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Notwithftanding the elevated fituation in wl^/Vi 
MiHs Ray (liewn, during the laft fcventctfn years, /ler 
firft onfet in life is involved in an obfcurity, from 
which our mod diligent enquiry has been able to 
colleft but very few authentic particulars*. The 

diftinc- 

to marry him, flic however framed various delays and at length 
renounced all corre pomicnce vv!ih him. Sag itt a alternaiely 
ufcd complaints and menaces; adjuting her by the reputation 
which for her he had fhipwrccked, by thq wealth which upon 
her he had totally coofumed ; ladly, he told her, that bis life 
aad peribn was the only fortune l^ft him, and of that too the dif- 
pofal lay v/hoUy in her breaft. At length, perceiving her deaf 
to, all his reafonings, he requefted the coolblaiioh of one parting 
night; for that thus calmed and gratified, he would thcnctfoith 
be able to govern his paflion. The night was granted and nam- 
ed, and Pont I A appointed a maid her confidante tu fccure the 
chamber. &aoitta brought with him one freedman, and s 
dagger concealed under his robe. The interview began, ai; ufn- 
^\^ in combinations of love and anger, with a medley of chiding 
and bcfctching, of reproaches and fubmiffion; and part too of 
the. ^ight was devoted *o joy and embraces : at laft he became 
enraged with expoftulations and dcfpair, and fuddenly plunged 
his dagger inio her heart.. ^— [Tad tut'* Anndlt^ lib. xiii. 

Nulla funt inimtcita niji ameris actrha, ProPERT. 

No enmities fo bitter as tbofe vohich proceed from love, 

" ** It is," fays Montaigne, " a furious agitation 

*' that throws them back to an extremity quite contrary to 
•* its caufe." 

* If probable conje£Vure can be admitted to fupply the defi- 
ciency of authentic information, it may certainly be made uie oi 
la writing the memoirs of a modern courtezan : their lives are 

generall] 
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(Jiftlndtions of family or fortune, fo effential to thofe 
who would rank in the circles of the great and fafh- 
ionable world, fhed not their luftre on the humble 
fphere of life in which Mifs Ray originally moved; 
but thefe adventitious aids, liberal nature ampl/ 
fupplied, t^ a profufion of her more rare and eftima- 
ble gifts : the chara^er left us by Salluft of the. beau- 
tiful, the gay, .and accompliftied Sempronia» was pe- 

generally nniforrn, however as individuals, they may diiFer ia 
point of iJtuation, or perfonal atti actions: pleafure and intereft 
arc the ultimate objects of their views, and their occupations. 
But the cauies which lead them to fwLcrve from thofe principles 
of vittue, which conditute their fex^s nobleft boaft, andbright'* 
c(l ornameht, often vary. And firft, thole who poiTefs that de- 
gree of fentiment, feniibility, and delicacy of thinking, which, 
without a portion of prudence fufficient to dire6t them in their 
i^tercourie with the world, often proves fubverfive of the vir- 
tu^ and deftru^ive to the happinefs of their owner. Thefe, 
tho* they are the mod edimable, aj^e too the mod amiably weak 
principles of our nature ; and men (killed in the arts of deduc- 
tion, who, Proteus like, can aflTume the lemblance of vice, or 
virtue, at will; find a peculiar facility in making thefe quali- 
ties the ready indruments to effcfk the ruin of their poffefTor. 
Over fuch amiable" viairas, virtue moornp, and fympathy pays 
the tribute of a tear, to the lamentable fate of feniibility and 
beauty. 

In the fecond rank may be claflTcd thofe, who, with perhaps^ 
an equal (hare of beauty, have hearts which are lefs fufceptibic 
of tender impreflions : fuch form an early and a jud edimate of 
the world ; as well as of their own qualities and endowments ; 
acquire the art of difplaying thefe to advantage, by. attention to, 
and a dextrous management of the paflions, and foibles of their 
admirers. Among the latter wc (hall place M>fs Kty. 
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cwliarly applicable to Mifs Ray. ' She was beauti- 
ful, exceUed in mufic, finging, and dancing, with 
language at her command, /he could fuit h to any 
occafion ; was modcft, alluring, and wanton in it, by 
Iturns; and to Turn up all, /he had the readied concep- 
tion, and a fund of vivacity never to be exha^ufted/ 

Mifs Martha Ray was born in the year 1746. Her 
father, Mr. Jonathan Ray, was formerly a woollcn- 
drapeV, in Taviftoc-court, Covent-garden, London. 
But hifl failure in trade, (the confequence, it it faid, 
of Mr. Ray's too great propenfity to pleafuraWe pur- 
Aiits,) taking place, he did not long furvive the mi^ 
fortune: the profpe^ of impending poverty, and the 
poignant reflection of having reduced from a ftatc of 
affluence and i»d€pendeiice» to want and didre/k, an 
amiable wife and family, contributed to haften bis 
death ; foon after which Mrs. Ray, with her twa 
daughters, (of whom Mifs Martha Ray is fard to 
have been the youngeft,) retnred to obfcure lodgings^ 
in Clerkenwell i where they continued to refi ie for 
a aumbei* of years. Mrs. Ray followed the profef- 
(^9 of & mantua-maker- 

During Mifs Ray's refidencc at Covei>t-garde», 
(he had conrtantly attended the amufements of the 
theatre: to her lively fancy, it then prefent.nl pecu- 
liar alurements, and ihe contracted a predilection for 
it, which ihe ever after retained. ^ Ac leng^^h, mo- 
tives of necsffity, as well as inclination, induced her 
to embrace a theatrical life ; and flie was fcarcely 
fixteen, at her firft appearance as a public fn ger, on 

Covent- 



Covcnt-gardcn theatre. . Tho' yotiog/ ihe aTre»r: 

dy difplayed charms, which indicated —' beauty 

ripening into ' perfection : her perfon wa« en* 

gaging, and her voicie flexible, full, and htf^ 

monious ; all contributed to the eclat with: 

which her firft performance was received ; the con- 

noiffeurs in beauty, and the critical judges of vocal 

excellence, were equally unanimous, and flatUring, 

in the praife which they beAowed, and the future 

excellence which they announced. 

In a iituation fb confpicuous, /he Toon became the 
obje^ of general attention $ and every day ^ncreafed, 
the number, of her admirers : (many of whom were 
profefTed fttitors), among thefe, Mr. Hackman was^ 
(iiilinguiihed by Mifs Ray with peculiar marks 
ojf efteem. Mr. Hackraan to a fine perfon, ad- 
<)ed thofe captivating graces of addrefs, and con- 
yerfation ; which form an irrefiftible uiiion, and which 
rarely fail ^of making the powerful and favoiwable 
impreflion on a female heart. No woqder then, 
that wlijlfl: mOitives of mere, intereft induced Mifs Ray 
to engage in anewDurs with feveral, who, la rank and 

a 

fortune, were fu peri or to Mr. Hackman, that he, on- 
ly ihou Id boaftof the united poircffion of 'her heart 
and perfoa. 

Their connexion continued for three years, in an ' 
uninterrupted flow of reciprocal enjoyment. Time, 
that * clips the wings of love,* perceived no abate- 
ment jn Mr. Hackman's afFe^ions, he doated on Mifi - 
Ray to a degree that bordered on an enthufiaftick 



ftnachment : but wifliing at once, by the moft hon- 
ourable of ties, to crown and cement his happlnefs ; 
he repeatedly propofed marriage to tier, which flie 
coiifiantly reje^edj perhap; like Elofa, (or the cele- 
brated Mifs C— , a lady, who, in our days, has 
adopted the fame doftrine, but with better fortune), 
rtle held that, 

• Love, free tf> a/r, at figbt of bumin tiex^ 
: *,S^teaJs bit Ught wings ^ and in a moment flies.* Pop e^ 

But motives more prudential were aflignedby Mifs 
Ray ; a tie of children * by a nobie lord, high in of- 
fice, put a bar to their union, and flie was determin- 
ed, in oppofition to the moft preffing intreaties from 
Mr. Hackman, to decline matrimony. He being at 
this time a*n officer in the army, and neceflarily com- 
pelled to leave- her at times, her abfence was of too 
painful a nature for an affedllon like his to fuftain with 
fortitude : he again renewed his folicitations to 
Mifs Ray, on the fubje^l, but with no better fucceG 
than before. 

At the commencement of Mifs Ray's conneftion 
with Lord S ', Hie is faid to have informed his 

lordflifp of her prior acquaintance with Mr. Hack- 
man, and of his iituation in life; and interelled her- 
felf fo efftftually in Mr. Hackman's favour, that flie 
obtained from his lorJiliip a promife of promoting ta 

* Mifs Ray had five children by his lordihip, one of which, a 
fioc youth of fix teen, is now a lieutenant in the navy ; and Terv- . 
cd under Sir Hugh Pallifer, in the Forraidablc, duiing the ac- 
tion of the z 7 th July laft. 

. the 
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ttie utmoil extent, Mr. Hackman's advancement in 
the churcht j which, however oppoflte to the militar^r 

profeflion 

f* The influence of Mifs Ray over her noble keeper was ex- 
treme ; and it is laid, that many who now poHei's lucrative and 
honourable pod", in the ecclefiaftica], civjl, and military depart- 
ment.«, are indcpted to her mediation fot their advancement. It 
has even been affcited, but with what degree of truth we (hall 
not'pietend to determine, that fecrets of S — Were not reserved 
from this confidential favourite.^ — See the ' Political Duenna,' 
' publilhed a few months iince •, the fatyrical author of which, 
under the name of Cla. a Raymond, fir ft introduced her hiftory 
to the wofkl: the reader may form, ficm the following fcenc, no 
incomplete idea of the unfortunate lady's domeftic charadter, 
aad condu£k, as well as that of her fond Limbeiham. 

Enter Twitcher. 

Well, — this gii I is the plague of my life, — my punifhment bj 
day, and my tp:ment by night. — ^Yet, fpight of age, and impo- 
tence, I love her,-^and — 

Song. Tunc. — By him we love offended. 
When thofe we love em age us, ^ 

How foon our pafHon flies \ 
The flut can re-engage us, ' 

And "kill u§ with hex eyes ! 

Laft night, the little gipfy 
I bid depart my houfc ; 
She told me I was tipfcy, 
. Nor valued me a foufc. 

'^ Yet, were (he now to enter, 

" And catch me in this place': 
I fear I fcarcc could venture, 
To look upon her face. 

When thofe we love, &c. 



profe0tOQ« w€s confidered by the latter as tb« |i 
tligible line he ^ould eggage in ; and as prefentf 

The little, trtful baggage. 

Has often faid (he lov'd ; 
And tho' next hour (he wrong'd me, " ^ 

I told her 1 approved. 'j 

That all (he did was charming, 

So long as ihe was kind ; 
When with a fong Ihe pays me. 

Her faults are thrown behind. 



1 



Enter Clara Raymond. 

Clara. Where is this tyrant keeper of mioe ? this lord of an- 
chors and cables ? this emperor of the dock yards ? — O ! are you 
there ?— You ineaking, pimping, incapable — Oh I I could tear 
your eyes out, you old goat ! you a peer ! — you arc nothing 
but the pander of your own vices ; like Chartres, you have long 
deferved the gallows, for what yon have done, and what you 
cannot do. 

Twitcher. Soft, my Clara,— foftly, I bcfeech thee, — a piano 
BOte, my lovely girl. Thou knoweft I cannot bear that thun- 
dering found.— Come, Clara, bul's and be friends,— Sing me a 
fong, you little devil. 

Clara. Not I ttuly, — 1*11 neither kifs nor fing. (peeviflily. 

Twitcher. Indeed but you mud, my Clara. 

Clara. Buy me the diamond necklace then. 

Twit. I would, if I could fpare cafli \ — but upon my honour—- 

Clara. O! curfe your honour,— 1*11 have none on't.4-The 
necklace. Sir, or the ready money,— or I'm off, — pofitivcly off*. 
Why I was better off when I wasa mantua maker inCleckenweli^ 
than I am with you', cruel and unkind that you arc.— (weeps, 
^witcher. Nay, my lovely girl, I cannot bear thofe tears,— 
here^— hcre^— take this bill for a hundred; and thoa (halt have 

the 



^the grcateft probability of fpeedy preferment. Short- 
ly after, he quit the military jiabit^ and aiTumed that 

of 

the c£mftinder to-morrow : damn it, what figoi^ea miacing thie 
matter,->I mi;(l fqueeze the ched at Chatham. 

So NO. Tuoe, — How oft, Lpuifa, Sec. 
How oft, my Clai)i, haft thou faid^ 

(The fondncfs of thy heart to prove,) 
That Twitcher was thy deareft friend, 

Nor would'ft thou feek another lore. 

And By thofc lips that fweetly fwore, 
And by thofc eyes that (hine fo bright, 

I nc*cr Iov*d woman fo before, 
For Clara, is my foul's delight.' 

Then let me prefs th«fe ruby lips. 

And on that lovely breaft repofc. 
Exhaling fragrance from thy breath \ 

Fragrance that far excels the rofcs 

) 
Thus let us fpend the livelong day. 

And thus the tedious nights beguile; 

The cares of ftate I (hall not feel. 

So Clara fing, and Clara fmile ! 

Clara. Why, aye, this is fomcthing like breeding; a compli- 
mentary fong, and a hundred guineas : but I nvuft have the reft 
to-morrow. 

Twitcher. Pofitively.— But give me one fong, my charmer. 

-Clara. I'bclieve I have a little piece you have not yet heard, 

and you are fuch a bewithing devil there is ho refuiing you any 

thing. 

^no. Tunc— Adieu thou dreary pile. 

Parewel all angry thoughts, for Twitcher lores, 
And by the foUd gold his pafllon provea 1 

AC .. 
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' of the canonical ; it may, however, be obferved, tl 
no refolutions of celibacy, no fentiments of morn 
cation, accompanied or didtatfd th^ trandtion ; t 
▼iolent paflions of the lover, and thofe objedts whi 
conftitute the purfuit of a roan of the world, ftill i 
tained their afcendency. 

Mr. Hackman ftill continued to folicit Mifs R 

to agree to their marriage ; (he, at length, weari 

out by thefe importunities, is faid to have wit 

drawn herfelf wholly from him. This refo! 

tion Mifs Ray had adhered to, for upwards of fi 

years» during which time Mr. Hackman, with all i 

ardour and folicitous importunity of the nwft pa(fi( 

ate lover, was conftant in his applications to \j. 

Ray, both in perfon and by letter : this is faid 

have proiluced a meeting very lately between the 

the confequence of which was a quarrel, and 

forbidding him ever to apply to, or think of 

jnoxe ; flie then took a final leave of him. 

At home, your virtuous fools may moaping ftay ; 
Give mc the ball, the opera, and the play ! 
Corncly's groves, which fan each foft dcfire, 

And fo, your fervant, my lord •, I'm cngagM to-night w 

private party. [Exit Clara 

• Twitchcr, folus. 

Enchanting devil !— This girl vyould be the utter ruin of 

%t fevcnty years of age, if my fortune was not already dlffip 

and my chara€ler loft beyond recoVery:— But I muft now t< 

finefs \ and try how to rait'e a rum,-by advancing fome won 

Icoundrel over the head of a hundred men of merit. 

END OF THE ^l-^0\^^. 
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LETTER I. 

ToMifs . 



Huntingdon, Dec. 4, 1774. 



DearM. 



T 



EN thoufand thanks for your billet by 
my corporal Trim yefterday. The fellow, 
feemed happy to have been the bearer of it, 
becaufe he faw it made me happy. He will 
be as good a foldier to Cupid as to Mars, I 
dare fay. And Mars and Cupid are not now 
to begin their acquaiulawce^ ^csvsc Vv.^^ . 
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Whichever he fervcs, you may command 
him of courfe, without a compliment ; fc^ 
Venus, I need not tell jw, is the mother o/ 
Cupid, and miftrefe of Mars. 

At prefent the drum is beating up under 
my window for volunteers to Bacchus — In 
plain Englifh, the drum tells me dinner is 
ready; for a drum gives us bloody-minded 
heroes an appetite for eating, as well as for 
fighting; nay we get up by the beat of it, 
and it every night fends, or ought to fend 
us, to bed and to fleep. ^ To-night it will 
be late before I get to one or the other, I 
fancy-!— indeed, the thoughts of you would 
prevent the latter. But, the next difgrace 
to refufmg a challenge, is refufmg a toaft. 
The merit of ajollyfellow^ndof afpungc 
is much about the fame. For my part, no 
glafe of any liquor taftes as it fhould to me, 
but whenl kifs my M. on the rim. 

Adieu — Whatever hard fervice I may 
have after dinner, no quantity of w ine fhall 
make me yet drop or forget my appoint- 
ment with you to-morrow. We certainly 

were 
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^erenot fecn ycftcrday, for reafons I^will 
give you. ' 

Though you (hould pctfift in never be- 
ing mine, 

Ever, ever - 

Vour*s. 



L E T T E R H. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, Dec. 5, 1775. 
Mjr dcarcft M. 

No — I will not take advantage' of the 
fweet, reludlant, amorous confeflion which 
your candour gave me yefterday. If to 
make me happy be to make niy M. other- 
wife; then, happinefs, Til none of thee. 

And yet I could argue. Suppofe he has 
bred you up — ^Suppofe you do owe your 
numerous accomplifhments, under genius^, 
to him are you therefore his property ? 

e thathe has bred up fliould ' 
refufe to carry him f Suppofe you therefore 
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nr€A\\s property— ^ Will the fidelity of )L^^ 
-many years weigh npthipg in the fcal^ 
gra'litude? . • ^ • 

Years — ^vyhy, can obligation^ Yfuppoj 
they had nof been repaid an hundred fold) 
do away the unnatural difparity of years ? 
Can they bid nvcTand-fifty ftand ftill (the 
lead that you could afk), and wait for five- 
and twenty ? Many W9men have th^ fame 
obligations (if indeed there be many of the 
fame accompUfllincnts) ' to^ their fathers. 
They have the s^dditional obligation to 
them (if, indeed, it be an obligation) of 
exiftence. The difparity of years is fome- 
times even lefs. ^But, muft they there- 
fore take their fathers to their bofoms? 
Muff the jeflamine fling its tender armd^ 
around the dying elm? 

To my little fortunes you are no ftfangerl 
Will you ihare them wttfeme? And}ou 
ihall honeftly tell hislordfhip that gratitude 
^ugtit' you to pay ev.ery duty to him, till 
love t;aught you .th^re were pther duties 
which y.ou'owed to tj. ' . . 

Gracious 
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Gracious Heaven that you ivmild pay 
them!-. ^, - 

But did I not fay I would not take ad- 
vantage? I will not. I will even remind 
you of your children ; to whom f, alas, 
eould only (hew at prefent the iiffeBion of a 
father. ' :* -^ - 

M. weigh us in thfe fcalei^.' M gratitude 
out-balance love- — i6. • i 

If ydU; command it, I fwear by love, I'll 
join.my regiment to-morraw. 

If Igv^ pjevja.il, amt infift'upen his dues • 
you. (hall declare, tiie vi6\ory dnd the prize, 
^.-^eitr// tiak^ no advantage. 

Think over this. Neither will . I take 
you by furprize. Sleep upon h, tefore you 
return your anfwer.: Trim (hall make the 
^Id ejxciafe to-jniorrow. And,, thank Hea-: 
v-^nl tofnight you fl^ep alone. 
V /'Why did you fing that fweet fongyefler- 
<?ay% J though rfo preffed you ? Thcfe words 
and your voice, were too much, 
rr No words can fay how liiuch I am 
your'!s. . ; 



BS 
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LETTER III. 
To Mr. . 

M. 
Dec. 7, 1775. 

My dear H. 

Her E has been a fad piece of work ever 
fince I received your's yefterday. But, 
don't be alarmed— We are not difcovered 
to the prophane. Our tender tale is only 
known to— (whom does your fear fugged ?) 
—to love and gratitude, myH. And they 

ought both for twenty reafons, Xoht your 
friends, I am fure. 

They have been trying your caufe, ever 
fince the departure of honeft Trim yefter-- 
day. Loyc, though in my opinion notfo 
blind, is as good a juftice, as Sir John 
Fielding. I argued the matter ftoutly— my 
head on his lordlhip's fide of the queflion, 
my heart on your's. • At laft they feemed 
to fay, as ^f the oath of allegiance, which 
I had taken to gratitude, at a time .when^ 
Heaven knows, I had never heard of love. 
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fhould be void, and I (hould be at full Y\- 
beirty to devote myfelf, body and (bul, to 
— But call on me to-morrow before dinner, 
and rU tell you their final Judgmeat. This 
I will tell you now — love fent you the ten- 
dered wilhes, and gratitude faid I could 
never pay you all I owe you for your noble 
letter of yefterday. . • 

Yet — oh, my H. think not meanly of 
me ever for this Do not you turn advo- 
cate againft me — —I will not pain you 
His impoflible you ever fliould. 

Come then to-mo rrow— and furcly Omi- 
ah will not murder love ! Yet I thought the 
Qther day he caught our eyes converfing. 
Eyes fpeak a language all can underftand. 

^ But, is a child of nature to nip in the 
bud that favourite paffion which his mother 
Nature planted, and ftill tends ?— What 
will Oberea and her Coterie fay to this, 
Omiah, when you return from making the 
tour of the globe? They'll bkck-ball you, 
depend on it. 

What would Rouffeau fay to it, my H. ? 

You (hall tell me to-morrow, I will 
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not write anotlier word; left confciencc, 
who is juft now looking over my left 
(houlder, fhould fnatch my pen, and fcratch 

out to-morrcw. 

LETTER IV. 
To Mifs . 

Huntingdon, Dec. 7, 1 775. 
My deared Soal, 

I HOPE to Heaven Trim will be able to 
get this to you to-night ! — Not I only, but 
my whole future life, fhall thank you for 
the dear flieet of paper I have juft received. 
Bleflings, bleflings— But I could write and 
exclaim, and offer up vows and prayers, 
till the happy hour arrives. 

Yet, hear me, M. If I have thus far de- 
ferved your love, I will deferve it ftill. As 
a proof I have not hitherto preffed you for 
any thing confcience difapproves, you fhall 
not do to-morrow what confcience difap- 
proves. You {hall not make me happy 
(oh, how fuprerpely bleft !) under the roof 
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of your benrffifftoi- and my hoft. It were 
hot honourable. Oiir Jove, the inexorable 
tyrant ^of ^oin^ hearth, cla?nfis ftis ftcr'rfiee ; 
but'^dpes^'not bid' us infult his L6rdftrtp's 
WdlltfiWltb it: ''How 6Mf (iid he- iniVite 
^me t5 H: in - Goober kft, thou^ an un- 
known recruiting officer! How politely 
himfelf'lirft intrddutedme tohimfelf! Of- 
ten has thfe recolIe(5tibn"made m^ ft^uggle 
Vifh my-f>iflidn. ^ ^till 'it (hdl teftii^fn-it 
-on this fide li^nour. "' • v _ 

' So far from triumphing or exulting, Hea- 

ven knows if Lord Si indeed love you, . 

if indeeditbe'aiig'ht^befide the natural pre- 
ference which age gives to youth — — •Hea- 
ven knows how much I pity him. Yet, 
as I have e'ther faid or written; before, it is - 
only the pity I fhould feel for a father whofe 
affeftions were unfortunately and unnatu- - 
rally fixed upon his own daughter. 

Were I your feducer, M.' arid not your 
lover, I fhould not write thus — nor fhould 
I h^ve talked or afted or written as I have. 
Tell it not in Gath, nor publirti it in the 
ftreetsof Afkalon, left the Philiftla^^ ftvowisi 

B 5 ^^ 
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be upon rm* I (h<J«ld be druwrned out of 
my regiinent f^r ja traitor to int^igvie. And 
ainyou r^Ily ifnagine I think ft) meai^y of 
yoitf fes;t Sur^ you qanp^t ji^ipnq I 

think fprmcanly of ryoja. Why, th^n> the 
coaQiiAf¥!«i of youf jkirft letter . but one ? A 
word thereon.; i . . 

Take men and >ypmcn in the lump,, the 
villainy p(,thofe and the weaknefe of thefe 
— ^I maintain it tp be iefs wpndefful that an 
hundred or fo (hould fall in the world, than 
that even one ftould ftar^d. Is it ftr^nge 
the ferpent conquered Eve? The devil 
againil a wc^nan is fearful pfldi?. He has 
conquered men, womens* conquerors j he 
he has made even angels fall. ^ 

Oh, then, ye parents, be merciful in your 
wrath. Join not the bafe betrayers of your 
children-^drive not your children to the 
bottorh of the precipice, becaufe the vil- 
lains have / driven them half way down, 
where (fee, fee)) many have flopped therq- 
felves from falling further by catching hold 
of fome ftraggling virtue or another which 
decks the ftecp-down rock. Oh, do not 
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force their. weak hands from their hold— 
their laft, laft hold! The defcent from 
crime to crime is natural, perpendicular, 

headlong enough, of itfelf— do not increafe 

• 

It. 

" Can women, then, no way but back- 
ward fall?" 

Shall I alk your pardon for all this, M. ? 
No, there is no pccafion, you fay. 

But to-morrow — for to-narrow led me 
out of my ftrait path, over this fearful pre- 
cipice, where I, for my part, trembled 
at every ftep I took, left I fhould topple 
down headl ong. Glad am I to be once 
more on plain ground again with my M. ! 

To-morrow, about eleven, Til be with 
you— but, let me find you in ^our riding 
di efs, and your mare ready. 1 have laid a 
• plan, Xo which neither honour nor delic^y 
(and I always confult both before I propofe 
any thing Xoyou) can make the leaft objedti- 
on. This once, truft to me — PU explain 
all to-morrow. Pray be ready, in your 
riding-drefs I Need I add, in that you know 
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I think becomes you moft? No— Love 
would have whifpered that. 

Love (ball be of our party — He (hall 
not fufFer the cold to approach you-^hc 
ihall fpread his wings over your bofom— he 
(hall neftle in your dear arms — he (hall— • 

When will to-morrow come ? What tor- 
turing dreams muft I not bear to-night ! 

I fend you fome lines which I picked up 
fomewhere — I forget where. But I don't 
think them much amifs. 

CELIACS PICTURE. 

To paint my Celia, I'd devife 

Two fummer funs, in place of eyes ; 

Two lunar orbs fhould then be laid 

Upon the bofom of the maid ; 

Bright Berenice's auburn hair 

Should, where it ought, adorn my fair ; 

Nay all the figns in heaven fhould prove 

But tokens of my wondrous love. 

All, did I fay? Yes, ail, fave one 

Her yielding waift (hould want a Zone^ 



V.^^ ^ ^^^ 
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LETTER V. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, 8th Dec. 1775. 

Then I releafe my,deaKeft foul from her 
promife about to-day. If you do not fee 
that all which he can claim by gratitude, I 
doubly claixn by love ; I have done, and 
will for ever ha ve^ done. I would pur chafe 
my happinefs at any price but at the ex- 
pence of your's. 

Look over my letters, think over my 
condud, confult your own heart, and read 
thefe two long letters of your writing, whiih 
I return you. Then, tell me whether we 
love or not. And — if we love (^s witnefe 
both our hearts) — (hall gratitude, cold gra- 
titude, bear away the heavenly prize that's 
only due to love like ou'r's ? (hall my right 
be acknowledged, and muft he pofTefe the 
cafket ? Shall I have your foul, and (hall 
he have your hand, your eyes, your bo- 
fom, yonr lips, your— 
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Gracious God of Love ! I can neither 
write, nor think. Send one line, half a 
line, to 

ybur own, own 

LETTER VL 
To Mr. H . 

H. loDec. f^« 

YouR^o letters of the day before yes- 
terday, and what you faid to^me yefterday 
in my dreffing-room, have drove me mad. 
. To offer to fell out, and take the other 
ftcp to get money for us both, was not 
kind. You know how fuch tendernefe dif- 
trafts me. As to marrying me, that you 
(hould not do upon-any account. Shall the 
man I value be pointed at and hooted for 
felling himfelf to a Lord, for a commiffion, 
or fome fuch thing, to marry his caft mif- 
trefs ? My foul is above my fituation.— Be- 
fides, I will not take advantage, Mr. H., 
of what may be only perhaps (excufe me) 
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a youthful paflion. After a more intimate 
acquaintance with me of a week or ten 
days, your opinion of me might very 
much change. And yet— you may love 
tfte as fmcerely as I — 

But I will tranfcribe ypu a fong which I 
don*t believe you ever heard me fing, 
though it's my favourite. It is faid to be 
an old Scots ballad — = — nor is it generally 
kopwn that Lady A. L. wrote it. Since 
we have underftood each other, I never fung 
it before you, bccs^uf^ it is fo defcriptive of 
our filuation how much more fo fince 
your cruelly kind propofal of yefterday! 
I wept, like an infant, over it this morn- 
ing. 

AULD ROBIN GRAY. 

The iheep were iq the fold, and the cowt were ali 

at home, 
And all the weary world to reft was gone. 
When the woei of my heart brought the tear, in 

mine e*e, 
While my good maA lay found by me. 



Xtsp^^l^ 
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Young Jemie lov'd mt well, ahd he fought me for 

. his bride, • t - 

He had but a crown, he had no more befide ; 
To make the crown a pound, young Jamie went 

to Tea, 
And the crown and the pound, they were toth for 

me. . 

He had na been .gone but a year and a day, * v 

When my father broke his arm, and our xow \y^s 

dole away ; 
When my mother fhe felf fick, and my Jamie at the 
' Tea, . . i . ' 

And Auld Rdbin Gray came wooing to me. 

My father could na work, .aiid roy mother could Jia 

1 toiled night and day, but their bread I could na 

win ; 
Auld Rob maintained tliem both, and with tears in 

his e'e, 
Said, •* Jenny for their fakes, oh ! marry me." 

• , t . - 

My heart it faid no, and I wifli'd for Jamie back. 

But the wind it blew for^, and his fhjp it proved a 

wreck ; 
His ihip proved a wreck : ah f why did not Jenny 

dee ? 
Why was fhe left to cry — ^* Ah, woe is'ttiel'* 
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My father arg\i*d fore ; though my mother did na 

. fpeak ; 
She look'd in my face till tny heart was fit to break j 
So auld Robin got my hand— but my heart was in 

the fea, 
— And now Robin Gray is goodman to me. 

1 had na been a wife but of weeks only four, 
•When fitting right mournfully out at my door, 
I faw my Jamie's ghoft, for I could na think 'twas 

he, 
Till he faid, " Jenny, Tm come home to marry 

thee." 

Sore did we weep, and little did we fay, ., 
We took but one kifs — and we tore ourfelves away i 
I wiih I was dead, but I am not like to dee. 
And oil 1 I am young to cry—" Ah, woe is me !** . 

I gang like a ghoft, and I do not care to fpin» 

I fain would think on Jamie, but that would be a 

fin J 
I muft e*en do my beft a good wife to be, . 
For auld Robin Gray has been kind to mc. 

My poor eyes will only fufFcf me to add, 
for God's fake, let me feee my Jame to- 
morrow. Your name alfo is Jamie. 
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-LETTER VII. 
TaMife 



HoatingdoB, 
13 Dec. 75. 



My life tnd foul 1 



But I will never more ufe any preface of 
this fort — And I beg you will not. A cor- 
refpondence begins with dear, then my 
deajp, deareft, my deareft, and (o on, 'tili^ 
at laft, panting language toils after us in 
vain. 

No language can explain my feeling?. 
'Oh M. yefterday, yefterday! Language, 
thou lieft-^there is no fUeh word as Jatkty^ 
pofitively no fuch word. O h, thou be- 
yond my warmeft dreams bewitching! 
what charms ! what— 

But words would poorly paint our Joys. 
When, when ? — ^jet you (hall order, go- 
vern every thing. Only remember, lam 
^urt of tbofe we truft. 

Are you now convinced that Heaven 
made us for each other ? By that Heaven, 



by the paradife oF^Bur dear afms, I will 
bccmlyyoufs! 

Have I written fenfc ? I know not what J 
write. This fcrap of paper (Yis all I can 
find) will hold a line or two more. I muft 
fill i up to fay that, whatever evils envi- 
ous fate defign me, after ihofe few hour* 
of yefterday, I never will complain nor 
murmur. 

Misfortune, I defy thee now.— ^M. lovct 
me, and H,*s foul has its content moil ab« 
^lute. No other joy like this fucceeds in 
unknown fate. 

LETTER Vin. 

I 

To the Sam^, 

Huntiagdoiiy 

9.4 D«c. 1775* 

if • 

. Talk not to me of the new year. I am 
a new man. I'll be fworn to it I am not 
the fame identical 1. H. that I was three 
months ago. You have created me—yes, 
I know what I fay— created me anew. 
As to thanking you fot lbaV^\v<^V\a&^ 
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with you— to attempt it would be \<M 
What thanks can exprefs the heaven 
heaVeVls ■ ' ' * i 

• But I will obey you in not giving fach 
loofe 'to my pen as I gave the day befo 
yefterday. That letter and the verfes ^>^ 
contained, which were certainly too liighly 
coloured, pray'commit to the flames. Yet, 
pray too, as I begged you yefterday^ do 
not imagine I thought lefs chaftcly of you 
becaufe I wrote them.; By Heaven ^ -1 be- 
lieve your mind as chafte as the fno.w which, 
whils I write, is driving againft ray win- 
dow. You know not 'what I think of you. 
One time perhaps you may.. 

The lines I repeated to you this morning, 
I fend X.OU- Upon my honour they ate 
not pine. I think of them quite as you 
dp. Surely an additional merit in them is, 
that to the uninitiated, in whom they might 
perhaps raife improper ideas, they are total- 
ly mntdligihk. 



t • I . t 



\.^t- 



[ 4t ] 

• L ■ E. T X ; E R • IX. 
, ToMr. - — •• 

' Chriftmts-day, 75. 

^ My old friaid the Corporal looked as if 
he had been tarred and feathered yefterday, 
when he arrived with your dear billet. Orni- 
sh took up the fugar-cafter, when he faw 
him through the parlour window, and pow!T 
dercdia frelh flice of pudding, byway of 
/)^/i>g" thefnowy Corporal. Omiah's fim- 
plicity is certainly very diverting, but I 
fliould like him better, and take more pains 
with him, if I did not think he fufpedked 
fomething. . The other day, lam fure he 
came 10 fpy the nakednefa of the land: 
Thank Heaven, our caution prevented 
Hm. 

c But, i why do I call your billet; dear^ when 
it contained fuch poetry ? Yet, to confefs 
the truth;, it ^//^ charm me. And I know - 
not, whether as you fay, thofe, to whom 
it could do any harm, could pQlfiblvj utvdsx.- 



?v. 
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fiand It. For uninitiated means, I believe, 
not yet admitted into the rniyfteries--i-thofe 
who have not yet taken the veil ; or, / 
fliould rather fay, thofe who have not yet 
thrown off the veil. Why was I not per- 
milted by my deftiny to keep on mine, till 
my H. itiy Mars fiiztd me in his ardent arms ? 
How gladly to his arms would I have given 
up my very foul! 

Cruel fortune, that it can't be fo to-day I 
But we forgot vf\\tn we fixed on to-day^ 
ibat it would be Chri ft mas-day . 1 muft do 
penance at a moft unpUafant dinner, as in- 
deed is every meal and every fcene when 
you are abfent— and that, without the con- 
folation of having firft enjoyed your corn- 
pany. To-morrow,, however, at the ufual 
' time and place. Your di fcon tinning y oup 
vifits here, fmce the firfl day df our hapi- 
pinefs, gratifies the delicacy of us both, 
yet, may it not, my H., laife fufpicions ' 
clfewhere? Your agreeable qualities were 

.too cbnfpicuous not to make you mijTed. 
Yet, yo« are the beft judge. 

My poor, innocent, helplefs babes! 
We/e it not on youi accovxt^\.> >i^\a tw^>Jcnkx. 
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wowld not a£l the part fhe docs. — What is 
Mrs, Yates's fuftaining a charader well for 
one evening? Is it fo trying as to play a 
part, and a bafe one too, morning, noon, 
and nigiit ?— i%A//. But I will not make 
my H. uneafy. 

At leaft, allow that I .have written you 
a long fcrawl. Behold, I have fent you a 
tolerable good fubftitute for myfelf. It is 
reckoned very like. I need not beg you 
riot to fbew it. Only remember, the 
painter's M. is not to rob your own M. of 
a certain quantity of things called and 
known by the name of k Ifes, which I hum- 
bly conceive to be her due, though Ae has 
been difappointed of them to-day. 

So, having nothing further to add at 
prefent, and the poft being juft going out, 
I remain with all truth, 

Dear Sir, 

Your moll humble fervaht, 

M. 
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: There's a pretty conclufion for you., Am 
I not a good girl ? I (hall become a moft 
elegant correfpondent in time, I fee. This 
paragraph is the poftfcript, you know — 
and fliould therefore have been introduced 
by a well flourifhed P. S. the Sir Clement 
Cottrel upon thefe pccafions. 

LETTER X. 

ToMifs . 

^ Hunting»lon, 

28 Dec. 75. , ' 

Your condefcenfion in removing my 
moft groundle/s caufe of jealoufy yefterday, 
was more than I deferved. How I expofed 
myfelf by my violence with you ! But, I 
tell you my paflions are all gunpowder. 
Though, thank God, no Othello, yet 

am I 

" One not eafily jealous; but, being 

wrought, 
" Perplex'd in th' extreme ;" 

And that God knows how I love ,you, 
worfhip you, idolize you. 
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How could I thmk you particular to fuch 
a thing as B ? You faid you forgave me to- 
day, and I hope you did. Let me have it 
again from your o\Vn dear lip^ to-morrow, 
inftead of the next day. Every thing (hall 
be ready—and the guitar, which I wrote 
for, is come d9wn, and I'll bring the fong 
and you fliall ling it, and play it, and 1*11 
beg you to forgive me, and you (hail foi^- 
give me, and, — five hundred ands be- 
fides. 

Why, I would be jealous of this fheet 
of paper, if you ki(red it with too much 
rapture. _ 

What a fool !•— No, my M., ralher fay 
— -what a lover 1 

Many thanks for your pidture. It // 
like. Accept this proof that I have exa- 
mined it* 

'Tis true, creative man, thine art can teacli 
The living pidture every thing but fpeech!— 
True, thou haft drawn her, as (he is, all fair. 
Divinely &ir! her lips, her eyes, her hair I 

C ^>d!SL. 
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"Full well I know the ftnile upon that face 
Full well I know thofe features* eve 

grace ! 
But what is tjjis — my M.'s mortal patt— 
There is a fubjed beggars all thine art : 
Paint but her mhtdj by HeaVn ! and th 

(halt bei» 
Shalt be my more than pagan deity. ^— * 
Nature may poflibly have caft, of oMy 
Some otlier beauty in as fair a mould—- 
But all in vain you'll fearch the world 

find 
Another beauty with fo fair a mind. 



• L E T T E R XL 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, i Jtn. 17; 

Lest I ftiould not fee you this|nornin 
I will fcribble this before I mount hon< 
Crop V that I may leave it for you. 

This is a new year. May every day 
it be happy to my M. May— but dor 

y< 
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you know there*s not a wifli of blifs I do 
not wi(h you? 

A new year — I like not this world. 
There may be new lovers.-^I lie— there 
may not. M. will never change her 11. I 
am fure Ihe'll never change him for a truer 
loV6r. 

A new year — 76. Where (hall we be 
in 77? Where in 78? Where in 79? 
Wherein 80? 

In mifery ol: blifs, in life or death, in 
heaven or hell— wherever ^o« are there may 
H.bealfo! 

The foldier whom you defired me to beg 
off, returns thanks to his unknown bene- 
fadtrefs.— Difciplihe mull be kept up in our 
way ; but I am fure you will do me the 
juftice to believe I am no otherwife a friend 
to it. 



Cz LETTEBL 
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LETTER XH. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, Feb. 8, 1775. 

Since the thaw fent me from H. tho 
day before yefterday, I have written four 
limes to you, and believe verily I (hall 
write four-and-forty times to you in the 
next »four days. . The bli Is I have enjoyed 
wit^i you thefe three weeks has increafed, 
not diminilhed, my affection. Three 
weeks and mor-e in the famehoufe with my 
M, ! — 'Twas more than I deferved. And 
yet, to be obliged to refign you every 
night to another !— By thefe eyes, by your 
fiill dearer eyes, I don't think I flept three 
hours during the whole three weeks. Yet, 
■yet, Hnvas blifs. How lucky, that I was 
preffed to flay at HL the. night the fnow fet 
in ! Would it liad fhowed till doomfday ! 
But, then, you mud have been his every 
night till doomfday. Now, my^ happy 
time may come. 
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Though I had not ftrength to refift when 
under the fame roof with you, ever fince 
we parted, the recolleftion that it was His 
roof has made me miferable. Whimfical, 
that he (hould bid ymi prtCs me, when I at 
firli refufed his folicitation. — Is H. guilty 
of a breach of hofpitality ? 

I muft not queftion — I muft not think, I 
muft not write. — But, we will meet as we 
fixed. 

Does Robin Gray fufped ? — SufpeA ! 
And is H. a fi|bje<fl for fufpicion ?- 



L E T T E R XIII. 

To the Same. 

Huotiogdon, 1 6 Feb. '17 7 5. 

Every time 1 fee you I difcover fome 
new charm, fome new vaccomplifliment. 
Before Heaven, there was not a tittle of 
flattery in wliat I told you yefterday . No- 
thing can be flattery which I fay of you, for 

C 3^ • x^^ 
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no invention, no poetry, no any thing can 
come up to what I think of you. 

One of our Kings feid of the citizens of 
his good city of London, that when he 
confidered their ridies, he was in admiration 
at their underftandings— ^when he confider- 
ed their underftandings, he was in admira- 
tion at their riches. Juft fo do I with regard 
to your perfon and your mind, but for a 
different reafon. — Nature was in one of 
her extravagant moods when (he put you 
togetlier. She might have made two cap- 
tivating women out of you — tJy my foul, 
half a dozen ! Your turn for mufic, and 
excellence in it, would be a fuf&cient ftock 
of charms for the moft difagreeable woman 
to fet up with in life. Mufic has charms 
to do things moft incredible, mufic— 

Now lliall I, with the good-humoured, 
digrellive pen of our favourite Montaigne 
in' his entertaining Eflays, begin with love, 
and end with a treatife upon the Gamut. 

Yet to talk of mufic, is to talk of you. 
M. and mufic are the fame. What is mufic 

' without 
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without you? And harmony has turned 
your n^ind, your perfon, your every look, 
and word, and adlion. 

Obferve— when I write to you I never 
pretend to write fenfe. I have no head ; 
you have made me all heart, from top to 
bottorn. Senfe — why, I am out of my 
fenfes, and have been thefe fix weeks. 
Were it poffible my fcrawls to you could 
ever be read by any one but you, I fhould 

• be called a madman. I certainly am either 
curft or bleft (I know not which) with paf- 
fions wild as the tprrent's roar. Not- 
withftanding I take tWs fimile from water, 
the element out of which I ^m formed, is^ 
fire. Swift had water in his brain: I have 
a burning coal of fire : your hand can light 
it up to rapt\;re, rage, or madnefs. M^n, 
real men, have never been wild enough for 
my admiration : it has wandered into the 
ideal world of fancy. Othello (but he 
(hould have put himjelf to death in his wife'g 

fi ght, not his wife), Z^nga, are my heroes. 
Milk-and-water paflions . are like fenti- 

C 4 mental 
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mental comedy. Give me (you fee, how, 
like your friend Montaigne, I ftrip myfelf 
of my fkin, and (hew you all my veins 
and arteries even the playing of my heart) 
-' — ^give me^ I fay, tragedy, affecfting 
tragedy, in the world, as well as in the 
theatre. — p I would maflacre all mankind 
fooner than lofe you« ^ 



•This is mere madnefs ; 



And thus, a while, the fit will work on 

him^ 
Anon, as patient as the female dove 
When 'that her golden couplets are dif- 

clofed. 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Inconfiftent being ! While I am ranting 
thus about tragedy, and blood, and murder 
—behold, I am as weak as a woman. My 
tears' flow at but the idea of lofing you. 
Yes, they don't drop only ; they pour ; I 
fob, like a child. Is this Othello, is this 
Zanga ? We know not what we-are, nor 
what we may become. 

This 
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This I know, that I am and ever will be 
your's and only your's. ^ 

I fend you Offian. You will fee what a 
favourite he is with me, by fome drawings, 
and pieces of (what your partiality will 
call) poetry, which accompany the bard' 
of other times. Should you quit this 
world before me, which fate forbid, often 
fhall I hear your fpirit (if I can be weak 
enough to furvive you) calling me from the 
low-faiffng cloud of night.-^They abufe 
Macpherfon for calling them tranflations. 
If he alone be the author of them, why 
does he not fay fo, and claim the prize of 
fame ; I proteft / would. They who do 
not refufe their admiration to the compofi- 
tions, ftill think themfelves juftified to 
abufe Macpherfon, for pretending not . to 
be the author 6f what they ftilt admire. . 
Is not this ftrange? 

As we could not meet this morning (how 
long muft our meetings depend on others^ 
and not on ourfelves ?) I was determined,' 

C5 you: 



^i 
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-you fee, to have a long xx)nver(ation wkh 
you. 

Pray feal, in future, with better wax, 
and more care. Something colder tha^ 
one of my kiifes might have thawed the feal 
of yefterday. But I will not talk of thavi- 
ing. Had the froft and fnow continued, I 
had ftill been with you atH. 

The remainder of this (my fecond flieet 
of paper, obferve) (hall be filled with what 
I think a. valuable curiofity. The officer, 
whom you faw with me on Sunday, is lately 
come from America. He gave it me, and 
affures me it is original. It will explain 
itfelf/ Would I might be in your dear, lit- 
tle, enchanted drelling-room, while you 
read it ! 

The Speech of a Shaivatiefe Chiefs to Lord 

Dunmore, 

"I appeal to any white man to-day, if 
ever he entered Logan's cabin hungry, and 
he gave him not meat ; if he ever came cold 
or naked, and I gave hini not clothing. 

During 
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During the laft long and bloody war, Logan 
remained idle, ignominious, in his cabin, 
an advocate for peace. Such was my, love 
of the Whites, that thofe of mine own 
country pointed at me as they pafled by, 
and faid, " Logan is the friend of white 
men/* I had even thought to live with 
you. But the injuries of one among you, 
did away that thought, and dragged me from 
my cabin of peace. Colonel Creffop, the 
laftfpring, in cold blood, cut off all the 
relations of Logan, fparing neither women 
nor children. There Vuns not a drop of 
the blood of Logan in the veins of any 
human creature. This calfed on me for 
revenge. I have fought it. I have killed 
many. Revenge has been fully glutted. 

" For my country-^I rejoice at the 
beams of peace. But, harbour not the 
thought that ^me is the joy of fear. Lo- 
gan never felt fear. He will not turn his 
heel to fave his life. 

** Who is there to mourn for Logan .?— 
Not one.'' 

LET- 
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LETTER XIV. 
To the Same. 

Hantiag4oD, xtd Feb. 1776. 

Ho w filly we were, both of us, not to 
recoiled your favourite Jenny ? and did 
not Jamie think of her either ? 

« 

— " Though my mother did na fpeak. 
She look'd in my face» till my htart was fit to 
break." 

Was not this exadtly the inftanc« we 
wanted ? 

Something more has occurred to me on 
the (ame fubjed. Rather than not write 
to you, or than write to you as defcriptivefy 
as recolledion fometimes tempts fne, I 
know you would havp me write nonfenfe. 

In Hervey's . " Meditations" are two 
paflages as fine as they are fimple and 
natural. 

** A beam or two finds its way through 
" the grates, and refleds a feeble glimmer 

**from 
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" from the nails pf the coffins." — " Should 
" the haggard (keleton lift a clattering 
hand — .*' In the latter, I know not whe- 
ther the epithet haggard might not be 
fpared. 

Governor Holwell, in the account of 
the fufferings at the. black hole at Calcutta, 
when he fpeaks of the length of time he 
fupported nature by catching the drops, oc- 
cafioned by the heat, which fell from his 
head and face, adds thefe words — ^^ You 
cannot imagine how unhappy I was when 
any one of them efcaped my tongue !** 
What a fcene ! The happinefs, the exift- 
ence. of a fellow creature, dependent upon 
being able to catch. a drop of his own 
fwcat ! Shakefpeare's fancy could not have 
invented, nor ever did invent, any thing 
more fublime ; for this is nature, and nature 
itfelf is fublimity. — People write upon a 
particular fituation, they do not put them- 
felves in the fituation. We only fee the 
writer, fitting in his ftudy, and working 
up a ftory to amufe or to frighten ; not the 

identical 
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identical Tom Jones, nor Macbeth him- 
felf. 

Can you become the very being you 
defcribe ? Can you look round, and mark 
only that which ftrikes in your new cha- 
rafter, and forget all which ftruck in your 
pwn ? Can you bid your comfortable ftudy, 
be the prifon of innocence or the houie of 
rnournmg ? Can you transform your garret 
of indigence into the palace of pieafure ? 
If you cannot, you had better clean flioes, 
than endeavour by writings to iatereft the 
imagination. We cannot even bear to 
fee an author only peeping over the top of 
every page, to obferve liow we like him. 
The player I would call a corporal adtor, 
the writer a mental a^flor. Gar rick would 
in vain liave put his face and his body in 
all the fituations of Lear, if Shakefpeare had 
not before put his mind in them all. In a 
thoufand inftances, we have nothing to do 
but to copy nature, if we can only get her 
to fit our pencil. And yet^— how few of 

^ the 
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the moft eminent inafters are happy enough 
to hit off her difficult facseexaftly ! 

Every perfon of tafte would have J>een 
-certain that Mr. Hol\yeIl was one of the 
fufierers in the black hole, only from the 
(bort ps^age I have noticed. 
- Robinfon Crufoe now — what riature! It 
afFeds us thrQughout, exaGIy in the Wjay 
you mentioned. 

Buty fhall I finifli my diflertation ? Come 
— ^as writing to you gives me fo much plea- 
fure, and as I c^'t do any thing to you 
but write this morning—: — I know youll 
excufe me. 

Did you ever hear to what Crufoe owed 
his exiftence? You remember Alexander 
Selkirk's ftrange fequeftration at Juan Fer- 
nandez. It is mentioned, I believe, in 
Walter's account of Anfon's Voyage. 
When Captain Woodes Rogers met with 
him and brought him to England, he em- 
ployed the famous Daniel de Foe to revife 
his papers. That fertile genius improved 
upon his materials, and compofed the cele- 
brated 
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brated ftory of Robinfon Crufoe. Tbe 
confeqiience was that Selkirk, who foon af- 
ter made his appearance in print, was con- 
fidered as a baftard of Crufoe, with which 
fpurious offspring the prefs too often teems. 
In De Foe, imdotibtedly, this was not ho- 
neft. Hiad Selkirk given him his papers, 
there could have been no harm in working 
them up his own way. I can eafily con- 
ceive a writer making his own ufe of a 
known fad, and filling up the outlines 
which have been Iketched by the bold and 
hafty hand of fate. A moral may be ad- 
ded, by fuch means, to a particular inci- 
dent ; characters may be placed in their 
juft and proper lights ; mankind may be 
amufed, (and amufements fometimes pre- 
vent crimes) or, if the ftory be criminal 
mankind may be bettered, through the 
channel of their curiofity. But, I would 
not be difhoneft, like DeFoe ; nor would 
I pain the brcaft of a fingle individual con- 
nected with the ftory. 

To explain what I mean by a criniinal 
ftory* — ^Faidoni and Terefa might have 
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been prevented from making profelytcs, if 
they ever have made any, by working up 
their moft afFedting ftory fo as to take off 
the edge of the dangerous example. But 
not in the way Mr. Jerningham has done 
it ; who tells us, not lefs intelligibly than 
pathetically, 

All-ruling love, the god of youth poflcfs'd 
Entire dominion of Faldoni's breaft : 
An equal flame did fymphany impart 
(A flame dcftru«ftive) to Tereia's heart • 
As on one ilem two opening flowers re* 

fpire. 
So grew their life (entwin'd) on one defire. 

Are you not charmed ? Perhaps you never 
faw the poem. I have it here and will 
bring it you as a curiofity : the melancho- 
ly tale will not take up three words^ 
though Mr. J. has beftowedf upon it ^ZS 
melancholy lines. The cataflrophe hap- 
pened near Lyons, in the month of June, 
1770. Two lovers (Faldoni and Tercfe 

Meuntcr) 
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Meunier) meting with an invincible obfta- 
cle to their union, determined to put an 
end to tlieir exiftence with piftols. The 
pl^ce they chofe for the execution of their 
terrible projeft was a! chapel that flood at 
a little diftance from the houfe. They 
even decorated the altar for the occafion. 
They paid a particular attention to their 
own drefs. Teri^fe was dreffed in white, 
with rofe-coloured ribbands. The fame 
coloured ribbands were tied to the piftok 
Each held the ribband that was faflened to 
tJ^ othfr*s tri^fsr, which they drew at 
a certain fignal. 

Arria and Paetus (fays Voltaire) fet the 
example, but then it muft be confidered 
.they liyere condemned to death by a tyrant. 
jWhcfe^s lovf was the only inventor and 
perpetrator pf this deeed. 

Yet, while I talk of taking off the dan- 
gerous edge of their example, they have 
. almoft lifted rm under their bloody ban- 
^aers.— 

On 
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On looking over the fermon I have writ- 
ten, I recolledt a curious anecdote of Sel- 
kirk. 

(By the bye, Wilkes, I fuppofe, would 
fay, that none but a Scotchman could 
have lived fo many years upon a de(art 
ifland.) 

He tamed a great number of kids for 
fociety, and with them and the numerous 
offspring of two or three cats that had been 
left with him, he ufed often to dance.-— 
From all which my inference is this— M. 
vrjll not &rely deprive herfelf of H's fod* 
ety ; but will let Wtp find her there to- 
morrow. Efpecially, fmce, in Mr. J.'sr;v- 
frej/ive language, 

As on pne jRem two opening flowers 

refpire. 
So grow our lives entwin'd on one delire. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XV. 



To Mr. 



H. 13 Feb. 76. 



'^ J 



Where was you this morning, my life? 
I ftiould have been froze to death I believe 
with the cold, if I had not been waiting 
for you. lamuneafy, veryuneafy. What 
could prevent you? Your own appoint- 
ment too. V^hy not write, if you could 

not come ? Then I had a dream laft 

night, a fad dream, my H. 



<i 



For thee I fear, my love ; 



Such ghafll/ dreams laft night furprized my foul.^ 

% 

You may reply, perhaps, with my fa- 
vourite Iphis, 

Heed not thefe black illufions of the night. 
The mockings of unquiet flumbers." 

Alas, I cannot help it. I ani a, weak 
woman, not a foldier. 

- - I thought 
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t thought ybu had a duel with a perfon 
whom we have agreed never to mention* 
I thought you killed each other. I not only 
faw his fword, I hard it pafe through my 
H.'s body. I faw you both die ? and with 
you, love artd gratitude. Who is there, 
thought I, td mourn for M. ? ■ Not 

one ! 

Yciu may call me foolilh; but lam 
uncafy, miferable^ wretched! indeed, in- 
deed lani. For God's fake, let me hear 
from you. 

LETTER XVI. 
To the Same. 

I^. 24 Feb. 75. 

That biifmefs, as I told you it would, 
laft night, obliges him to go to town. I 
am to follow for the winter. Now, my 
H. for the royal black bob and the bit of 
chalk-, or for any better fcheme you'll 
plan. Let me know, to-morrow, where 

^ vnii 
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you think Lady G.'s fchcme will be moft 
pradticable on the road, and there I'll take 
care to flop. I take my bible oath L won't 
deceive you, and more welcome (hall you 
be to my longing arms, than all the dukes 
or princes in chrtftendom. If I am not 
happy for one whole night in my life, it 
will now be your fault. 

Is not this kind and thoughtful ? Why 
did it ever ocair to you, fo often as we 
have talked of my being obliged to leave 
this dear place ? To me mqft dear, fince it 
has been the fcene of my acquaintance, 
my happinefs with H. 

But, am I to leave behind me that deareft 
H. ? Surely your recruiting bufinefs muft 
be nearly over now. You muji go to town. 
Though things can't often be contrived at 
the A, they may — ^they may .^— they Jball 
happen elfewhere. 

Fail not to-morrow — and do not laugh 
at me any more about my dream. If it 
was a proof of ray wcaknefs., it was a 
proof alfo of my love. 

IwiOi 
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I wifti the day on which I am to fet but 
from hence could be conjured about a month 
further back or fo. Now, you afkwfy?' 
Look in your laft year's almanack. Was 
not the fi^ortejl day fome where about that' 
time ? Come^ give me a kifs for that, I 
am fure I deferve it.=— Oh! fye Mr. H., 
not twenty. You are too generous 
in your payments^ 1 muft iniift upon re-' 
turning you the overplus the jnext time we 
meet— that is to-morrow, y oil know. 



LETTER XVIL 



To Mifs 



Huntingdon, 25 Feb. 1775. 

Why will not the wi(hed-for day, or ra- 
ther night, arrive ? And here, I have not 
feen you fince I know not when— ^not for 
two whole days. 

But I wrote you a long letter yefterday 
why it would be dangerous to meet ; and 
all. in rhyme. T4ie beginning, I affure 
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you was not poetry, but truth— —If the 
conclufion was coloured too highly, you 
muft excufe it. The pencil of love exe- 
cuted it, and the fly rogue will indulge 
himfelf fometimes. Let ihe time come^ 
rU convince you his pencil did not much 
exaggerate. -* 

Juft now I was thinking of your birth- 
day, about which I alked you the other 
day. It's droll that your's and mine (hould 
be fo near together. And thus I obferve 
thereon. 

Your poets, cunning rogues, pretend 
That men arc made of ckiy ; . 

And that the heavenly potters make 
Some five or fix a day. 

No wonder, M. I and you 
Don't quite deteft each other ; 

Or that my foul is link'd to your's, 
As if it were its brother : 



For 
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For in one year we both were made, 

Nay almoft in one day 

So, ten to one, we both came from 

One common heap of clay. 

What ? if I were not call in near 

So fine a mould as you— 

My heart (or rather, M. yaur's) 

Is tender, fond, and true. 

Corporal Trim fets off to-day for our 
head quarters. My plan is laid fo, that no 
difcovery can take take place. Gods, that 
two fuch fouls, as your's and mine, ihould 
be obliged to defcend to arts and plans ! 
Were it not for your dear fake, I'd fcorn 
to do any thing I would not wi(h difco- 
vcred. 






D LETTER 



t 50 ] 



L E T T e^ R xvni. 



To Mr. 



H. 41 Ft*. 1775. 

A.LL your plans are lifelefs. The Corpo- 
>ral has made his forced march to no pur- 
pofe. The fates arc unkind. It is deter- 
mined I am to go up pfi. So, we ^^nnot 
poflibly be happy together, as we hoped to 
have been had our own liorfcs drawn me up, 
in which cafe Imuft have ilept uporithe 
road. I am not clear old Robin Gray will 
not ftay and attend me. Why cannot i^y 
Jamie ? Cruel fortune ! $ut in town we '^B 
be happy. When, again, (hall I enjoy 
your dear fociety ; as I did during that, to 
me at leaft, bleffed fnow ? Nothing but 
my dear children could prevent our going 
with Cook to feek for happinefs in worlds 
unknown. There mull be fome corner of 
the globe where mutual afFe(^ion is re- 
fpeded, ^ - 

Don't 
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Don't forget to meet me. Scratch out 
forget:. I know how much you think of 
me. Too much for your peace, nay for 
your health. Indeed my H. you don't 
look well. Pray be careful ! 

** Whatever wounds thy tender health, 
" Will kill thy M.'s too." 



Omiah is in good humour with me again. 
— — What kind of animal fhould a natu- 
ralift expert from a native of Otaheite and 
an , Huntingdonfhire dairy-maid } If my 
eyes don't deceive me, Mr. Omiah will 
give us a fpecimen.— -Will you bring mc 
fome book to-morrow to divert me, as I 
poft it to town — that I* may forget, if it be 
poflible, I ai;n polling from you ? 



E % LETTER 
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LET T E R XIX. 

To Mife . 

Hockerill, i.March, 177^. 

It is your ftrift injundtion that I do not 
offend you by fufFering my pen to fpeak of 
laft night. I will not, my M. nor fliould I, 
Jiad you not injoined it. You once faid a 
nearer acquaintance would make me change 
my opinion of you. It has, I have changed 
jny opinion. The more I know you, the 
more chaftely I think of you. Notwith- 
ftanding laft night (what a night 9, and our 
firft too, I proteft to God, I think of you 
with as much purity, as if we were going 
to be married— —You take my meaning, 
I am fure ; becaufe they are the thoughts I 
know you wi(h me to entertdn of you. 

You got to town fafe, I hope. One let- 
ter may find me before I (hall be able to 
leave Huntingdon, wliither I return to-day; 
or, at ieaft, to Cambridge. I am a fool 
about Crop, you know. And I am now 

more 
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more tender of him, becaufe He has carried 
you. — How little did we think that morning 
we (hould ever niake each other fo happy ! 

Don't forget to write, and don't forget 
the key, againftlcome to town. As far 
as feeing yon, I will ufe it fometimes; but 
never for an opportunity to indulge our 
paffion. That, pofitively, fliall never a- 
gain happen under his roof. How did we 
applaud each other for not fufFering his 
walls at H. to be infulted with the firft fcene 
of it! And how happy were we both, after 
we waked from our dream of bli(s, to 
think how often we had afted otherwife, 
during the time the fnow fliut me up at H. ! 
a fnow as dear to me, fts to yourfelf. 

My ^mind is torn, rent, with ten thou- 
fand thoughts and refolutions about you, 
and about my felf. 

When we' meet, which fhall be as wc 
fixed, I may perhaps mention one idea to 
you. . 

Pray let us contrive to be together feme 
evening that your favourite Jephtha is per- 
formed. 
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Inclofed is a fong, which came into my 

hands by an accident fince we parted. 

Neither the words nor the^ mufic, I take 

it, will difpleafe yoa 

Adieiu 

SON G. 

■ 

When your beauty appears 

In its graces and airs, 
A]l bright as an angel new dropp'd from the (kj$ 

At diflance I gaze, and am awed by my fears, 
So ftrangely you dazzle my eye f 

i . But when» without art, 
• Your kind thoughts you impart^ 
Whca love runs in blufhes thro* every veia ; . 
When it darts from your eye$^ when it pants ia. 
your heart, 
Then I Ttnow your'e a woman again. 

" There's a pafCon and pride 

** In yourfex," /he replied, 
** And thus might I gratify both, I would do % 

" As an angel appear to each lover bcfide, 
" But dill be a woman to you." 



LET- 
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LETTER XX. 

To the Same. 

Caanoa Coffee- Hon fe, Chariog-Oofs, 
17 Marcfaj 75. 

No further tlian this caa I get from you, 
before I affure yo» that every word I faid 
juft now c^me from the bottom of my 
heart. I never (hall be happy, never (hall 
be in my fenfes, till you confent to marry 
me. And notwithftanding the dear night 
at Hockerill, i^nd the other which your in- 
genuity procured me laft week in D. ftreet, 
I fwear by the blifs of bliflcs, I never will i 
tafte it again till you are my wife. 

LETTER XXL 

« 

To the Same. 

Cannon CofFcc-houfc, 
17 March, 75. 

Though you can hardly have re^d my 
laft (crawl, I muft pefter you with another. 

^ . (^ I tad 
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has been ymr part, from the beginning of 
the piece, to mne .^ I wafs obliged to a£t a 
part even to ykr. It was my bufmefs not 
to let you feef how imhappy the artifices, to 
which I have fubniittedy made me. And 

that tlte^ did embitter even our happieft 

moments. 

But ftte ftahdi betWttii tKi.; We are 
doomed to be wretfehed. > And I, every 
now ^hd theii, thmfc feme t^trible-cataftro- 
phe will come of'ottr.connedfian. *^ Sonic 
dire event," as Storge prophetically lays 
in Jephtha, *^ hangs o'er our heads •,— 

" Some woeful f^ng we h^ve to fing 
** In mifery extreme.— O never, never 
** Was my foreboding mind diftre(s*d be- 
fore 
" With fuch inceflant pangs !'* 

Oh, that it were no crime to quit this 
world like Faldoni and Terefa ! and that 
we might be happy together in fome other 
world, where gold and filver are unknown ! 

By 



[ 59 3 

By your Iwid I CQidd even die with pfea- 
fure. I know I could. ^ 
../'.Infuperable reafon. " Yes, my H.y 
there is, and you fotee it from me. Yet, 
-• better to tell you,- than to have you doubt 
l»y love ; that love which is now my rcr 
ligion. I hayjc Iiaidly any God but you* . 
I nknoft offitr op my prayers ttt you^ as , 

Know then, if you was to marry me, . 
yon wovild mawy fome huaiclred pounds ^ 
worth of debtst and /;A^ you never (hall do., 

Do you remrembcr a {blemn oath you : 
ti&olcin cmc ofi your letters, when I was— 
down at H. ? and 1h>w you toIA me after- 
wards it muji be fo, becaufe you had fo fo- 
lemnly fworn.it? 

la the: fame folemn and dreadful words -, 
I fweajr that I never will marry yo% hs^Dpy 
ais it would make me, while I owe a (hil* ' 
ling in the worlds Jephtha*svow ispaft. , 

What your letter fa^^s about my poor 

children made me weep-, but it (halt not r 

make me change my refblution. 

It -: 



j' 



A^ 
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It is a further reafon why I fhould not.— 
** If I do not marry you^ I do not love 
you!" Gracious powers of love! Does 
my H. fay fo? my not marrying you is 
the ftrongeft proof lean give you of my 
love. And Heaven, you know, has heard 
my vow. Do ym refpeil it, and nev.et 
tempt me to break it— for not even you will 
ever fuccced. — Till I have fome better por- 
tion than debts, I never will be your*s. 

Then what is to be done? you alk. 
Why, ril tell you, H. Your determina- 
tion to drop all particular intercourfe till 
marriage has made us one, jftatters me more 
than I can tell you, bccaufe it fhews me your 
opinion of me in the ftrongeft light ; it 
almoft reftores me to my own good 
Opinion. The copy of verfes you brought 
me on that fubjeft, is fuperior to any thing I 
ever read. They (hall be thy M.'s morn- 
ing prayer, and her evening' fong. While 
you are in Ireland 

Yes, my love, in Ireland. Be nded by 

me. 
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me. You fhall immediately join your re- 
giment there. You know it is your duty. 
In the mean time, fomething may happen. 
Heaven will not defert two faithful hearts 
that love like your's and mine. There arc 
joys ; there is happinefs in ftore for us yet. 
I feel there is. And (as I faid jull now) 
while you are in Jrelandy V\\ write to you every 
poft, twice by one poft, and PU think of 
you, and I'll dream of you, and I'll kifs 
your pidture, and Fli wipe my eyes, and 
ril kifs it again, and then Til weep again. 
And— — 

Can I give a ftronger inftance of my re- 
gard for you, or a ftronger proof that you 
ought to take my advice, than my thus 
begging my only joy to leave me ? I will 
not fwear I (hall furvive it ; but, I befeech 
you^go! 

Fool that I am — I u^do with one hand, 
all I do with the other. My tears, which 
drop between every word I write, prevent 
the efFeft of my rcafoning ; which, I am 
fure, isjuft. 
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Be a mail, I fay — ^you axe an angel. Joia 
your regiment ; and, as fure as I love you 
(nothing can be more fure) I will recall you, 
from what will be banifliment as much to 
me as to you, the firft moment I can., marpy 
you with honour to myfelf, and happinefs 
to you. ' 

]put, I muft not write thus. 

Adieu! 

III fnits the voice of love, when glory calls, 
* And bids thee fellow .Jephthx to tise field*. 

LETTER XXIII. 

> 

ToMifs-^— . 

Ctnaon Coffe•'ho«fe^ 
17 March, 1776. 

And I will refpedl the vow of Jephtha, 
aod I wiU follow to the field. At leaft, I will 
thkik of it all to-?niglxt, for I am. fure I fliall 
not fl«ep, and will letyouknqw the fuccefe 
rf my flruggle,. for a ftruggle it will be to- 
morrow. I will wait for you at the fame 

place 
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place in the park, where I (hall fee you 
open the A. door^ Should it raih — 1^11 write. 
It wasmy intention to have endea,voured to 
fee you now, but I cfianged my mind, and 
wrote this, here ; and I am glad I did. We 
are not' in a condition to fee each, other. 
Cxud debts ! Rather, cruel vow ? for, 
would you >but 'have let tne^ I would hav^ 

contrived fome fcheme about your debts. 

• 

I could (orm a plan. My Gofport roatters 
'■^■niy commiflio n ' 

A3ai, you froww, and I muft flop. ' Why 
would not fortune fmile upoU' my two lotte- 
ry tickets ? Heavdn knows I bought them 
ort y oar account . ^ IJ pbn the 'b^k of one 
of thdm I wrote, in cafe 6£ my fudden 
death, " this is the property 6f Mifs — J' 
On the back of the other, that it belonged 
to your daughter. 

For what am I fiiR rcferved ? 



LET- 
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LET T E R XXIV. 

To Mr- . 

A. 19 Marcfay 1776. 

Wh Y, why do you write to me fo often? 
Why do you fee me fo often ? When you 
adcnowledge the ncceflity ' of - comply ing 
whh my advice. 

Yo u tell me^ if I bid you, you'll go. 
Ihaveb'd you, begged you to go. — I do 
bid you go. Go, I conjure you, go ! But 
let ' us not have any more partings. , The 
laft was too, too much. I did tiot recover* 
myfelf all day. And your goodnefs to my 
little white-headed boy! — He made me burft 
into tears this morning, by talking of the 
good^atured gentlem^tn, and producing 
your prefent. 

Either ftay, and let our aflfedion difbo- 
ver and ruin us— ror go. 
\ On the bended knees of love I entreat 
you, H., my deareft H, to go. 



V* 



\. ^ "^n. 
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1, E T T E R XXV. 

To Mifs — . 

Ireland, atf Mtrch,' 177^. . 

Ir e land— England — Good Heavens, 
that M. fliould be in one part of the world, 
and her H. in another ! Will not our def- 
tinies fuffer us to breathe the fame air ? 
Mine will not, I moft firmly believe, let 
me reft, till they have hunted me to death. 

Will you not give me your approbation 
f^r obeying you thus ? Approbation! And 
is that the coin to pafs between us f 

Yet, I will obey } ou further, Iwillre- 
ftrain my pen as much as poflible. I will 
fcratch the word love out of my diftionary. 
I will forget-^I lie— ^I never catiy nor ever 
will forj^t you, or any thing which belongs 
to you. But I will, as you wifely advife,. 
and kindly defire me, as much as poflible, 
write on other fubjeds. ' Every thing enter- 
taining, that I can procure, I will. I'll 
^'^iWy^ ^n J write Tours— or any thing 
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but love-letters. This morning, pardon 
me : I am unaWc to trifle ; I muji be al- 
lowed to talk of love, of M* 

And, when I am able, you muft allow 
me to' put in a word or two fometimes for 
rayfelf. To-day, however, I will not 
Ttk^k^you unhappy by telling you how tru- 
ly fb/am. 

The tmth is— rtiy heart is full ; and 
though I thought, when^ I took up my 
pcn^ I could have filled a quire of paper 
with ity I now have not a word to fay. 
Were I fitting by yoiir fidcinow (oh that I 
were !) I fhould only have power to recline 
my cheek upon your fhoulder, and to wet 
your hankerchicf with my tears* 

My own fafety, but for your lake, is 
the laft of my confiderations. Our pallage 
was rather boiflerous, but not dangerous. 
Mrs, F. (whom I mentioned to you, I be- 
lieve, in the letter I wrote juft before we 
embarked) has enabled me to make you 
laugh with Ian account of lier behaviour ; 
were either of us in a humour to laugh, 

,WhY 



I 
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-Why did you cheat me fo about that 
box ? 

Had I known I fliould find, upon open- 
it, that the things were for me, I would 
jiever have brought it. But that you ) 
knew. Was it kind, my M. to give me 
fb many daily memorandums of you, when 
I was to be at fuch a diftance from you ? 
Oh, yes, it^was, it was, moft kind. And 
that, and you, and all your thoufand and 
ten thoufand kindnefles I never will forget. 
The purfe lliall be my conftant companion, 
the rtiirts I'll wear by night, one of the 
handkerchiefs J was obliged to ufe in dry- 
ing my eyefr as foon as I opened the box^ 
the— - 

God, God, blefs yon in this world— rthat 
isy givd you your H.— , and grant you an 
eafy paflage to eternal bleffings in a better 
world 



1. ^ *t- 
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LET T E R XXVI. 

To the Same. 

Ireland, 8 April, 177^- 

Your's, dated April the firft,, woidd 
have diverted me, had I been fome leagues 
nearer to you. It contained true wit and 
humour. I truly thank you for it, becaufe 
I know with how much difficulty you ftu* 
dy for arry thing like wit or humour in the 
prefent fituation of your mind. But you do 
it to divert me ; and it is done for one, 
who, though he cannot laugh at it, as he 
ought, will remember it, as he ought- 
Yet, with what a melancholy tendernefe it 
concluded ! There fpoke your heaft. 

Your fituation,^ when you wrote it, was 

fomething like that of an aftrefs, who 
Ihould be obliged to play a part in comedy, 
on the evening of a day which, by fomc 
real cataftrophe, had marked her out for the 
capital figure of a real tragedy. Perhaps 
J have faid fomething like this in the long 

letter 
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' letter I have written you fince. Never 
mind. 

Pray- be careful how you feal your let- 
ters. The wax always robs me of five or 
fix words. Leave a fpace for your feal. 
Suppofe that ftiould be the part of your letter 
which tells me you ftill love me. If the 
wax c(;ver it, I fee it not — I find no fuch 
expreflion in your letter, — ^I grow diftradted 
—and immediately fet out for Charing* 
Crofs to a(k you whether you do indeed ftiU 
love me. . 

In the hofpitality of this country I was 
not deceived. Tliey have a curfe in their 
language, llrongly defer iptive of it— 
*' May the grafs grow at your door !" — The 
women, if I knew not you, I Hiould find 
fenfible and pretty. But I am deaf, dumb, 
blind, to every thing, and to every 
perfon but yoa If l write any more, this 
morning, I (hall certainly fin againft your 
commands. . 

Why do you fay nothing of your dear 
children? I infift upon it you buy my 

friend 
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friend a taw, and two dozen of marbles j 
and place them to the account of 

Your humble Servant. 



LETTER XXVII. 

To the Same. 

• . i • ■ • ^ 

» . < • ■ ■* ' ' - • - 

IrcUnjd, to April, 75. 

Thanks for the two letters 1 received 
laft week. They drew tears ^ from me, 
but not tears of for row. - 

To my poetry you are miich too pajtial 
l^ever talk of writing poetry ^ for the prefs. 
It will not do. Few are they, who like 
you, canjudgeof poetry^ and, of the jud- 
ges, few, alas! are juft. Juvenal, theRo- 
.man Churchill, advifes a young man to 
turn audioneer, rather than poet. In 
our days, Chriftie would knock Chatterton 
out of all chance in a ^yeek. — The Spani- 
ards have a proverb, " He, who can- 
not make one ver fe, is a block-head ; * 
he who makes more, is a fool." — -Pytha- 
goras you Icnow a little by name. Perhaps 

^ you 






you may not know he was ftarved to deatli 
in the temple of the Mufes at Mctapon- 
tum. The Mufes have no temples, it is 
true, in our days (for God knows they are 
not much worfhipped now) but the LadieS 
are not without their human facrifices. 

A young man was complaining the o- 
ther day that he had loft his appetite ; 
" Turn Poet, then," faid one in company, 
" they generally have pretty flout ones." 

Your fenfibk eyes have not long, I 
know, been dry from the tale of Chatter- 
ton. Even now, a pearly drop peeps over 
the brim of each ; and now they drop, 
drop upon his mangled memory, like the 
Samaritan's balm upon the traveller's 

wounds. ^And, perhaps,, what I had 

heard and told you may not be half. 

That I may make you fome amends for 
telling you with my bad poetry the other 
day, I will to*day fend you fome very good. 
It is the compofition of a clergyman, an 
Englifhman, fettled near Dublin. It got the 
prize at Oxford not long fince, and was 



C 72 ] 

fpoken in tHe theatre at fuch/a public bufi- \ 
nefs, as one at which, I think, I remeni' 
ber to have heard yoq fay you were prefent 
Perhaps you were there this very time. , 

When you have read the lines, you will 
think I need not add a word about the 
author's abilities. 

On the Love of our Country. 

Y E fouls illuftrious, who, in days of yore. 
With peerkfs might the ^ritifh target bore. 
Who,' clad in wolf-ikin, from the fcythed car, - 
Frown'd on the iron brow of mailed war ;, 
Who dar'd your rudely painted limbs oppofe 
To fteel of Chalybs, and to Roman foes : 
And ye of later age, tho' not lefs fame 
In tilt and tournament^ the princely game 
Of Arthur's barons, won't, in hardieft fport. 
To claim the faired Guerdon of the Court i 
Say, holy fhades, did e'er you;* gen'rous blood. 
Roll thro' your faithful fons in nobler flood. 
Than * late, when George bade gird on cv'rjr 

thigh 
The myrtle-braided fword of liberty ; 

* Thcfc lines were written foon after the inftallation at 
Windfor, by the Rev. Che i stop her BuTsojr, chaplain to 
the Right Honourable the Loi.i> C«. fc."B cx\.\*^>¥.. 
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Say, when the high-born Druids' magic ftrain 
Ronz'd on old Mona's top a female train 
To madnefs, and with more than inortal rage 
Bade them like furies in the fight engage, 
Frantic when each unbound her briftling hair, 
And ihook a flaniing torch, and yeli'd in wild 

defpair ; * 
Or when on Crefly's^lain the fable might 
Of Edward dar'd four monarchs to the fight j 
Say, holy ihades, did patriotic heat 
In your big hearts, with quicker tranfports beat 
Than in your Tons, when forth like ftorms they 

pour*d. 
In freedom's caufc, the fury of the fword ? 
Who ruPd the main, or gallant armies led. 
With Hawke who conquer'd, or with PTolf who 
- bled. 

Poor is his triumph, and difgrac^d his name, 
Who draws the fword for empire, wealth, or fame; 
For him tho' wealth be blown on evVy wind, 
Tho* fame announce him mightieft of mankind^ 
Tho' twice ten nations fink beneath his blade. 
Virtue difowns him, and his glories fade. 
For him no prayVs are pour'd, no paeans fung, , 
No bleflings chaunted from a nations tongue ,. \ 
Blood marks the path to his untimely bier, , 
The curfe of widows and the orphan's tear 

. E Gy 
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Cry to high Heaven for veqge'ance on his bea4i 
Alive, deferred i and accurft, when dead. 
Indignant of his deeds, the mufe, who (ings 
Undaunted truth, and fcorns to flatter kings, 
Shall fhew the monfter in his hideous form. 
And mark him as an e^thquake, or a Cko^roL 

Not fo the patriot chief, who dar*d withiland 
The bafe invader of his native land s ^ 

Who made her weal his nobleft, onfy end, 
"Tli^l'd but to ferve her, fought but to defend. 
Her voice in council, and in fight her fword, 
Lov'd as her father, as her god acjor'd i 
Who firmly virtuous, and fcverely brave. 
Sunk with the freedom that he could not fave. 
On worth like his, the naufe delights to wait. 
Reveres alike in triumph or defeat. 
Crowns with true glory and with fpotlefe fame* 
And honours Paoli '3 inore than Fredtrick^% name. 

Here let the roufe withdraw the blood*ftain'(i 
veH, 
And'fhew the boldeft fon of public zeal. 
See Sidney leaning o'er the block I His mein, 
Hisvjoiccy his hand, UniKaken, clear, ferenc. 
Yet no harangue; proudly' declaimed aloud. 
To gain the plaudit of a wayward crowd ; 
No fpecious vaunt death's terrors to defy, 
Still 4cath delaying, as afraid to die. 

Bttt 
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But fternly filent, <k)wn he bows-^to pro?e 
How firm his virtuous, though miftaken love* . 
Unconquer'd patriot ! form'd by ancient lore 
The love of ancient freedom to reftore. 
Who nobly a€ted, what he boldly wrote. 
And feal'd by death the leflbns that he taught. 

Dear U the tie that links the anxious lire» 
To the fond babe that prattles round his fire ; 
Dear is the love that prompts the grateful youth 
His fire's fond cares and drooping age to footh ; 
Dear is the brother, fiftcr, hufoand, wife ; 
Dear all the charities of focial life : 
Nor wants firm friendftiip holy wreaths to bind, 
In mutual fympathy the faithful mind : 
But not th' endearing fprings that fondly move 
To filial duty, or parental love, 
Not all the lies that kindred bofoms bind, , 
Not all in friendfhip's holy wreaths entwin'd. 
Are half fo dear, fo potent to controul 
The gen'rous workings of the patriot foul. 
As is that holy voice which cancels all 
Thofe ties, which bids him for his country fall ; 
At this high fummons, with undaunted zeal, 
He bares his breaft, invites th' impending fteel. 
Smiles at the hand that deals the fatal blow, 
Nor heaves one figh for all he leaves below. 
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Nor jret doth glory, tho' her port be bold 
Her afpefl radiant, and her trelTes gold, 
Guide thro' the walks of death alone her car, 1 

Attendant only on the din of war : ! 

She not difdains the gentler vale of peace, i 

Nor olive ihades of philofophic eafe. 
Where heav'n taught minds to wooe the mufe 

refort. 
Create in colours, or with founds tranfport ; 
Where youths court fcierice, orwhere fages teach. 
Where ftatefmen plan, where mitred fathers 

preach- 
More pleas'd on llis' (ilent marge to roam, 
Than bear in pomp the fpoils of Minden home. 

To read with Newton's ken the ftarry (ky, 
And God the fame in all his orbs defcry j 
To lead forth merit from her humble fhade ; 
Extend to riling arts a patron'^ aid ; 
Build the nice ftrudture of the gen'rous law. 
That holds the free-born foul in willing awe ; 
O'er pale misfortune drop, with friendly figh. 
Pity's mild balm, and wipe affllftion's eye ; 
Thefe, thefc are deeds Britannia rauft approve, 
Muft nurfe their growth with all a parent's love* 
Thefe are the deeds that public virtue owns. 
And, juft to public virtue, glory crowns. 



\. ^ t- 



, [ 77 J 

L E T. T E R XXVW. 

, To the Same. 

'My laft, I hope, did not offend you. 
The bank note I was obliged to return ; 
although I thank you for it more thart 
wordsf can teU you. 

Shall I, whom you will not marry, be-^ 
icaufe you will not load me with your 
debts, increafe thofe debts ; at leaft pre* 
vtot-youfrorri dVminilhing them, by rob- 
fiihg^you of fifty pounds? Were I capable 
of it, I fliould be unworthy your love. 
But be hot oflfended that I returned it. 
Heaven knows how willingly a quire of 
fuch things ftiould have accompanied it, 
had Heaven made me fo rich. 

Be not anxious about me. Talk not of 
the fk>ftage which your dear letters coft me. 
Will you refufe to make your H. happy ? 
And tbink you I can pay too dear for hap- 
p'rnefs? 

'E 3 But, 
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But, Lord ! you rave. I am rich— as 
rich as a Jew : aiid without taking into the 
calculation the treafure I poffefe in your 

love. Why, you . talk of what I allow 

that relation, poor foul! 4hat does not fwal- 
low up all my lands and hereditaments at 
Gofport. Then there's my pay, and twen- 
ty other wayp and means befi4eS) I dare 
fay, could I but recoUevS^ them.r-^Go to-^I 
tell you I am rich, ^o^ let m^ know you 
got the filver paper fafe, and that I 
am a goodl;>oy;, .; . • 

Rich 1 To be ftirp l^^m^why, J iqaa:^ 

ford tQ gPttPiplayB. I fow Ca^tiey foft^igjt^ 
in your figtvourite ^ftraacr.f^By^ tjie way, 

r|l tell ygu fi ftpry of h^r, when flpte w» 
pn your fide the w^ter. 

Names 4p ript inF^noTtalize p^ferworthy 
anecdotes, they immortali^ names.-*— gpn^ 

difference had artfcn between Mifs Catley 
and the managers qpnperiiing the term? 
upon which flie was tp b? engaged fcpr the 
feafon. * One of the managers called \ippn 
her, at her little lodgings in Drury-latoe, 

to 
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to fettle it. The maid was going to (hew 
the gentleman up flairs, and to call her 
miftrefs. ** No, no," cries the adtrefs wha 
was in the kitchen, and heard the mana- 
ger's voice, ^* there is no occafion to flievv 
" the gentleman to a room. — I am bufy 
below, (to the manager) itiaking apple 
dumplings for my brats. You know 
" whether you have a mind to give me the 
** money I afk, or not. 1 am none of 
your fine ladies, who get a cold or the 
tooth-adi, and caa't fing. Jf you have 
" a mind to give me the money, fay fo ; 
•* my mouth ftiali not open for a farthing 
" lefs. So, good morning to you— and 
" ^n't k«p the girl there in the paflage j 
** for I want her to put the dumplings in 
** the pot, while I nurfe the child. — The 
turnips of Fabricius, and Aadrew MaarveV^ 
cold leg of mutton, are worthy to be 
ferved up on the lame day with Nan Cat* 
ley's ^j:yplc-dumplings. 

Come — I. am not unhappy, or I could 
riot talk of other people ami write thAis 

E 4 gaUy. 
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gaily. Nothing cin make me truly unhap- 
py, but a change in your fentiments of 
me. By the Almighty God of heaven, I 
know my own feelings fo thoroughly, I 
do not think I could furvive fuch a thing. 

As you love me, fcold me not about 
the poplin you'll receive next week. It 
coft me nothing — I may furely give what 
was given to me. 

LETTER XXIX. 

■ / 

vTo the Same. 

*pthM4y, 177^, 

Do you tWnk, that to make fuch propo- 
fels, as your laft contained, is the way to 
reconcile me to this worfe than banifli- 
ment ? You refufed to come into my 
fehemeofniariiage— Nothing (hall tempt me 
to come into your fcheme. Perfift in your 
idea of going on the flage ; and, as Mrve, TU 
•come over and make a party to damn you 
the firft night of your appearance. Since 

^JOU 
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you will not (hare my fortunes, I will not 
(hare your earnings. 

The ftory you mention at Flamborough, 
of B(?aTciingham, who was murdered by 
his wife and. her lover, is moft (hocking. 
The refledlions you draw from it are moft 
juft ; and what you fay of our fituatioti 
moft true. The woman muft have been 
beyond a wild beaft lavage. Yet their feel- 
ings, when (he and Aikney were at the 
gallows together (fuppofing any thing like 
love>emained) muft have been exquifite.— r 
I proteft, I would willingly embrace with 
M. the cruelleft death which torture could 
invent (provided fhe were on a bed of ro- 
fes), than lead the happieft life without her. 

What vifions have I conjured up!— 

my pen drops from my hand. 



Your catch, upon a bumper I like mvicli. 
It beats, both in words and mufic, '* a bv\m- 
per 'S^ire Jones," By the way AJvhal an 
old wofd it is ! Let me make a liaguvft of • 
you to-day, 

\/ E5 .T^^^ 
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The learned Johafon derivcth bumper 
(" a cup filled till the liquor fwells 6yer the 
" brims") from bump^ which cometh, he 
faith, from buttty perhaps, as being pro- 
minent ; the which bunp cometh, w^c arc 
told, from bomme^ (Dutch) and fignifieth 
"the part on which we fit.'^ — -rTheword 
bumper is by fome writer derived from ben- 
perey the ufual familiar phrafc for px lefts, 
who were fuppofed not to diflike bumpers.-^ 
This I may fay — if " a cjup filled till the 
*' liquor fwells over the brims'* comes 
from " the part on wJiich we fit," it muft 
be granted, as a French poet fiiys of .^- 
na's coming from e^us. 

Qu'en venant de la, jufqtf icy, 
II a bien change fur la joute« 

And now I have ended in good fpirits, 
as well as you. I rerhember the time when 
Hamlet might haye faid to me, as he does 
to Horatio, 

t' Thou 
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•^ Thou haft no rareniae but thy good 

fpirits 
** To feed and cloath thee/' 

Now, I have gp\ a. little revenue, which 
M> will not Ihajq with me, and God knows 
who lias got my good fpirit&— Weil, I muft 
not think. i 

LETTER XXX. 
To the Same. , 

i 

Ireluuf, i 8 June, 7^. 

My Laura is not angry with me, I hope^ 
for the three or four /w</ij^' letters I have 
written to her fince the beginning of this 
month. And yet, yduT*s of y^efday 
feems to fay you are. If I bear my fitua- 
ticHi like a man, will you not allow me to 
feel it like a man } 

Mi/sfortune, lite % creditor fev^re, 
]P«t rifes in demand for her delay. 
She makes a foourge of paft profperity, 
Tq ilkig me mor^^ and double my c^ibrel^ 
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This country's faqctious Dean faid, his 
firicnd Arbuthnot could do every thing but 
^atk. My friend can do every thing but 
lofe at cards. 

Feelings and all the commanding powers 
of the min^, were never perhaps before fo 
mixed up together. A tale of forrow will 
make his little eyes wink, .wink, wink, like 
a green girls.. Before the company came 
laft ni^t, I ihewed him " Auld Robin % 
Gtay" ; a;nd, though he had feen it before, 
he could not get over " My mother coiilcj 
na fpeak,** without winking. For the cre- 
dit of your fide of the water, he is an Eng- 
iiftiman. His agreeable wife, bjT lier 
beauty and accompKftiments, does credit 
to this country. Sfee i^ ycrnarkaWc 
alfo for her feeling, though b a difier- 
ent way. You fliall relate an anecdote of 
diftrefs^ qx read a ftory cf ill ufege, a4id> 
while his eyes are winking for the objed of 
the ill ufagc or the diftrefs, her'te fhall be 
ftriking fire with rage againft the author of 
it. " Good God ! fhc exclaims, '' if that 

villain 
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villaki was but in imy power!-—". And! 
fometimes think flie is going to ring for 

her hat and cloak, that (he may fally forth, 
and puU hi;s houfe about his ears. — Bound 
tij> together (as they are, an d as I hope they . 
v/i\l k)ng continvie) they form a complete 
fyfteni of humanity. 

It would haye gratified me much to 
Jiave been with you when Garrick took his 
farcNvel of ibe ftage. Do you remember 
/the kkft paper in the Idler upon its being the 
Iqftf The refleftion that it was the kiji 
time Garrick would ever play, was, in it- 
felf, painful. How, my Laura, my M, 
iny life, (hall I bear it, if I ^ver (heuld be 
doomed to tak^ my lafl lea^e, my laft look 
c^ you } 

—In what I wrote this nporning I men- 
tioned the JUler. A curigus letter was (hewn 
me the other day by a clergy maq, which 
he affures me k, auth^ntk, and was written 
by the late Lord Cower to a frfend of Dean 
Swift, As I know how you admire the 

eminent j 
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eminent peribn whom it concerns, I fend 
it to you. 

** Mr. Samuel Johnfon (authorof Lotuion,z fatire, 
and fome other poetical pieces) is a native of* this 
cotmtry, and much refpedted by fome worthy gentle- 
men in his neighbour hpofd, who are^truftees of a 
charity-fchool now vacant, the certain falary of 
which is fixty pounds per annum, of which they are 
defirous to make him mader ; but unfortunately he 
is not capable of receiving their bounty, which 
would make him happy for life, by not being Maf- 
ter of Arts, which by the ftatutes of tl^is icho(^ 
the ma'fte" of it muft be. Now thefe gentlemen do 
me the honour to think that I have intereft enough 
in you to prevail upon you to write to dean Swift 
to perfuade the Univerfity of Dublin to fend a dip- 
loma to me, conftituting this 'poor man Mafter of 
Arts in. their Univerfity. They highly extol the 
man^s learning and probity, and will.not be per- 
fuaded that the Univerfity will make any difficulty 
of conferring fuch a favour upon a ftranger, if he 
is recommended by the Dean. T hey fay he is 
not afraid of the ftrifteft examination, though he 
is oiF fo long a jourhey 5 but will venture if the 
Dean thinks it neceifary, choofing rather to die up- 
on the road, than to be ftarved to death in tranf- 
lating for bokfellers, which has been his only fub- 
fiftence for fome time paft. I fear there is more 
difBcuUy in this affair than thcfe good-natured gen- 
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tiemen apprehend ;, efpecially as their election can* 
not be delayed longer than the loth of next month. 
If you fee this matter in the fame light it appears ta 
me, 1 hope you will burn this, and pardon me for 
giving you fo much trouble about an impra6ticable 
thing : but if you think there is a probability of 
obtaining the favour aflced, I am fure your huma- 
nity and propendty to relieve merit in diftrefs, vtrill 
incline you to ferve the poor man, Without my 
adding any more to the trouble I have already giv^ 
en you, than aiTuring you I am, with great truths 
Sec, 

Trentham, Aug. I9 1737, 

r 

One other fubjed. for your rcflcdlion, 
and I have done. 

What inuft have been Johnfo^'s feel- 
ings, when, in his wonderful work, the 
Englifli Didionary, he cited the following 
pa(&ge from Afcham, as an inilance of the 
ufe of the word il4^»/ " Wits live obfcure- 
ly, men care not how ^ or die obfcur^lyt 
men mark not wheu.'* 



LETTER 



/ 
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in the fame country with you) — ^He will 
call At the Cannon cofFee-houfe for me. Do 
fend me, thither, the French book you 
mention, fVerther, If you don't, I pofi- 
tively never will forgive you. Nonfenfe, 
to fay it will liiake me unhappy, or that 
I (han't be able to read it ! Mull I piftol 
myfelf, becdufe a thiok-bldod6d German 
has been fool enough to fet th6 example^ 
or becaufe a German novelift has feigned 
fuch a ftory ? If you don't lend it me, I 
will moft afluredly procure it fome time or 
suiothcr ; ib, yoii may s^. well have th6 
merit of obliging mci-r-My friend will fend 
a finall parcel for yott to D. ftreet.. The 
i)ooks I fend you, becaufe. . I fenow yo^ 
have not got then(i, and becaufe they are 
ib mugh cheaper here. If you ai^e afraid 
pf empty iog my pyj;fe (which by the way 
}s;almoft worn put),' you (hall be my deb- 
tor for them. . So, fend me a note of hand, 
value received. The other things are furely 
not worth mentioning. . ^ 



, ! 
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LETTER xxxrir. 

To Mr. 

For God*s fake I where are you f What 
te the matter? Why don't you write?— 
Are you iU ? God forbid! And I not with 
you to nurfe you ! if you are, . why don't 
you let femcbody elfe write to you? Better 
all fliould be difcovered, >han fuflfer ^^'hat I 
fuflfen It's more than a month fincc I 
heard from you. A month ufed to bring 
me eight or ten letters; When I grew uh- 
cafy, it was in vain, as I (aid in ray laft, 
that I endeavoured to find your friend who 
brought the parcel (for I would certainly 
have feen him, and afked him about you). 
What is become of all my letters for this 
laft month ? Did you get what I return- 
ed by your friend ? Do you like the purfe? 
The book you mentioned, is juft the only 
book you ftiould never read. On my knees, 
J beg you never, never read it! Perhaps 

you 
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you have read it— Perhaps ! — I am diftraft* 

cd H eaven orily knows to whbm I 

may be writing this letter. 

Madam, or Sir! 

If ydu are a woinan^ I think you^lll; 
if you are a maii^ and ever Iti^edv lam 
fiire you will, oblige rtie withotte line to 
fay what is come of Mr.-^ — of the — 
lament. Direift to Mrs. r— ^j D. ftreet, 
London.-^— 'Any perfoa whofe halrid my let- 
ter may fait into,, will not think tbis much 
trouble ; and, if they fend m& good (lews, 
Heaven knows how a wofftan^ wholpves^ 
if ptofliide, too;weU^ .will tbank them. 

LET T E R KX^IV. 

To Mife 



in III 



Irthnd, to Sept. 177^. 

As I am no fpfortrman, tli^i^e is no merit, 
you may think, in devoting a morning fe 
this eitiployment. Nor do 1 claim any me* 
lit. *Tis only making myfelf liappy . 

Now, I hope, you are quite at eafe about 
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ma My health, upon my hofiour ! ufjon 
our love ! is almoft re-cftabliihed — Were I 
not determined to keep on this fide the 
truth, I would fay quite^. * The four letters 
I have Written to you, fince I received your 
frantic (heet of paper, have explained and 
made up every thing. JHow caii I fuffid- 
ently thank you for all<your letters' ?•• Efpe- 
cially for tha;!^ of this >veck? Never did 
you pen. a better. Did I knoW any body 
employed in a work, where that letter 
could properly appear, he fliould infett it 
in your own words. 

Excufe me, I am unwillingly called away. 
What I (aid this morning about yofur let- v 
ter, brings to my recolledlion fometbing of 
that fort. Shall 1 tell it you? I will. . 

James Hirft, in the year 1711^ lived 
fervant with the honourable Edward Wort* 
ley. It happened, one day, in re-deliver- 
ing a parcel' of letters to his matter, by 
miftake he gave hrm one wh^ch he had 
written to Iris fweethfcart, and kept back 
one of Mr. Wottley's. . He foon difcovercd 
the miftake, and hurried back to his maf 
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tcr; but unfortunately for poor James, it 
happened to be the firft that prefented it- 
felf to Mr. Wortlcy, and, before James 
returned, he had given way to a curiofity 
which led him to open it, and read the 
love-told ftory of an enamoured footman. 
It was in vain that James begged to have it 
returned. " No," fays Mr. Wortley, 
" James, you fhall be a. great man, this 
letter (hall appear in the S[>e6tator.** 

Mr. Wortley communicated the letter to 
his friend Sir Richard Steel-— It was ac- 
cordingly publilhed in his own words, and 
is that letter, No. 7 1 , volume the firft of 
the Spedtator, beginning " Dear Betty." 

James found means to remove that un- 
kindnefs of which he complains in his le- 
ter ; but, alas ! before their wiflies were 
compleated, a fpeedy end was put to a 
pailion which. would not difcredit much fu- 
pcrior rank, by the unexpeded death of 
Betty. James, out of the great regard and 
love he boie to Betty, after her death, 
married the fifter. He died, not many 

years 
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years fince, in the neighbourhood of Wort- 
ley, near Leeds, Yorkihire. 

To marry you i§ the utmoft of my wifh- 
es ; but, remember, 1 don't engage to 
marry your filler in cafe of your death. — 
Death ! How can I think of fiich a thing, 
though it be but in joke. 

L E T T E R XXXV. 

To tl)e Same. 

IreUDd, I $ Sept. 1776. 

The commands of your laft letter, for 
the rcafons you give, I have immediately 
obeyed.-^My * enquiries about the young 
Englilhman you mention, amount to this. 
He is is liked tolerably well here. He 
would be liked more, if he took more pains 
to be liked. His contempt for fome peo- 
ple in the world, whom others defpife per- 
haps as well as he, is fometimes too con- 
fpicuous. Accident^ has given me an op- 
portunity to fee and know a great deal of 

F him V 

His own charafitcT. 



him ; and with certainty. His heart is 
certainly not bad. His abilities are as cer- 
tainly not equal to what he onqe confeffes 
to have thought them y perhaps they are 
fuperior to the opinion he no>y entertains 
of them. He has ambition arjd emiulation 
enough to have almoft fupplied any want 
of genius, and to have made him almoft 
any thing, had he fallen into proper hands. 
But his fchool-mafters knew nothing of the 
human heart, nor over much of the head. 
Though indolent to a degree, a keen eye 
might have difcovered, may ftill difcover, 
induftry at the bottom ; a good cultivator 
might have turned it, may ftill turn it, to 
good account. His friendfhips are warm, 

fmcere, decided his enmities the feme. 

He complains, now and then, that fome 
of his friends will pretend to know him 
better than they know themfelves, and 
better than they know any thing elfe. 
" They would play upon him ; they would 
** feem to know his flops ; they pretend to 
^* be able to found him from his lowed note, 

"to 
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^ to the top of his compafs ; and there is 
** much mufic, excellent voice, in a little 

pipe, yet cannot they make it fpeak. 

Do they think," he demands, " that he 
*V is eafier to be play'd than a pipe ?"-^~- 
Why, really, I do not think this is the cale 
at prefent, whatever it may have been. 
Secrefy is not brought into the world, it is 
acquired in the world. An hoheft heart 
can only acqmre it by experience. The 
charader which he had certainly gotten 
fome how amohg fome of his intimates, 
has been of fervice both to them and to 
himfelf. They made a point of ftcrecy, 
after they chofe to difcover a want of it in 
him ; and now he has made a point of it 
himfelf. My deareft fecret (you know 
what that is) (hould now fooner be trufted 
to him than to any of his former acaifers. 
The loudeft of them, to my knowledge^ 
was little calculated to judge j for though 
he might not abfolutely think him a cow- 
ard, he certainly did not fufpeft his friend 
of courage, till fufEcient proof of it was 

Fz 
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given -under his own eye. Now, in my 
ofwnion, true courage and refolution are . 
this gentleman's marking charaderiftics. 
This is no great conaplimcnt ; for, without 
them, f would not give a farthing for any 

Sudi, in my judgment, is the young 
gjdntlenaan about whom you wiflied me to 
enquire, and with whom I happen to have 
lived a good deal. His prinijipal merit is, 
that my amiable friend (the mention of 
whofe wife juft jogged your jealoufy) fm- 
cereiy loves him. That worthy man fel- 
dom throws away his attachment where it 
is not deferved. Nor do I know any thing 
in the gentleman, whofe chara<^er I have 
been fketching, which gives me moi-e plea- 
fore, or which it would give him more 
pleafure to have noticed, than the love and 
rgfpedt which I am fure he feels for my 
friend ; unlefs perhaps his affedtionate fenfe 
of the obligations which I believe I have 
told you he lies under to a Mr» B. 

So much for bufinefe. Now for an arti- 
ticle of news. The latter end of laft 

month , 
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rttonth, a lady and her fervant, as tlicy 
were rtding'in PhoeHix Park, were flopped 
by arrianon foot,' very genteelly drefled 
in white cloaths, and a gold laced hat. He 
denfianded the lady's money, which fhe 
gave him, amounting to 26 guineas. The 
perfon put the cafli into one of his pockets, 
and tbok frorh the other a fmall diamond, 
hoop ring, which he prcfented to the lady, 
dcfiring her to wear it for the fake of an 
extraordinary robber, who-made it a point 
of honolir to take no more from a beautiful 
lady, than he could make a return for in 
value. He then, with great agility, vault- 
ed over the wall, and difappeared. 

This you may perhaps call an Iri(h way 
of robbing. There certainly was fome- 
thing original in it. The gentleman feems 
clearly to imagine, that an exchange is no 
robbery. 

As to your threat, I will anfwer it in 
the fame flyle — ** I wili love you— and 
if-—!'* But, neither my anfwer, nor your 
threat, is original. Reading, this morning, 

F 3 a hiftory 
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a hiftory of this country, I found the fol- 
lowing anecdote, in 1487, a dreadful war 
was carried on in Ulfter, between the Chief- 
tain O'Neal, and the neighbouring Chieftain 
of Tirconnel . This war had nothing more 
confiderable for its immediate caufe, than 
the pride of O'Neal, who demanded that 
his enemy ftiould recognke his authority by 
paying tribute. The laconic ftyle, in which 
the demand was made and rejected, would 
not have difgrac*d a nobler conteft. •* Send 
me tribute— ^r elfe !" — was the meflage of 
O'Neal. To which was returned, with the 
fame princely brevity,—-" I owe you none 
'' and if— !••— But I talk nonfenfe. This 
does not prove your threat to have been 
borrowed; for I dare fay, you never heard 
of O'Neal till this moment. It onFy proves 
that two people may exprefs themfelves 
alike. 

Should any man who loved like me (if 
any man ever did love like me) have fpo- 
ken of his love in terras like thofe I ufe to 
fpeak of mine, follows it therefore that I 

have 
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have borrowed either his paffion or his lan^ 
guage ? Were It poffible for you to think fo, 
I never would forgive you.— Pray copy the 
mufic you mention in your next. 



LETTER XXXVI. 

To the Same. 

Ireltndy 1 8 Sep. 7^. 

How happens it that I have not fooner 
noticed what you fay, in a>tter the begin*- 
nmg of laft month, about the new punifli- 
mcnt of working upon the Thames ? Politi- 
cians may write more learned upon the mat- 
ter but I will defy Beccaria to write more 
feelingly or humanely. There certainly is 
much truth in what you fay. Expe- 
rience however will be the beft teft. 
Perhaps my true reafon for noticing your 
fenfible letter thus late, was to introduce a 
fcene which pafled in the quickfilver mines 
of Idra, a ftill more unplcafant abode than 
Mr. Campbell's academy. This ufed to be 

F 4. CA^\s.^ 



[104] 

Colonel G's method, you remember, of 
introducing his horrie-made jokes. Not 
that my ftory is home-made — I take it 
from fome Italian letters a brother dficer 
lent me, written- by Mr. Everard, and I 
give it you almoft in his own words:^ex- 
cept in one or two paf&ges,* where I think 
he has loft an opportunity of furprizing the 
reader. ^ 

*' The pieafufe I always take in writing to yoti, 
wherever I am, and whatever doing, in fome mea- 
Care difpels my pKefent uneaitnefs ; an uneaiinerf 
caufedat once by the difagreeable afpeft of every 
thing around me, and the more difa^eeable fcene to 
which 1 have been witncfs. 

Something too I have to tell you of Count Albert?. 
Vow remember him one of the gayeil, moft agreea*' 
ble peribns at the Court of Vienna; at cmce th^ex*, 
ample of the men, and the favourite of the fair (ex.- 
I often heard you repeat his name with efteem, as 
one of the few that did honour to the prefect age; 
as poffefTed of generofity and pity in the higheft 
degree ; as one who m^de no other ufe of fortune, 
but to alleviate the diftreffes of mankind. . But firft 
of all, the fcene I mentioned. 

After pafling feveral parts of the Alps, and hav- 
ing vifited Germany, 1 thought I could not well re» 

turn 



turn home, without vifitiiig the quickdlrer mines at 
Idra, and feeing thofe dreadful fubterranean carerns, 
where thoufands ^re condemned to refide, fliut out 
from ail hopes of ever again beholding the chearful 
light of the fun^ and obliged. to toil out a miferable 
life under the whips of imperious talb^mafters. 
Imagine to jourfelf an hole in the fide of a moun- 
tain, of about Bve yards over. Down this you are 
let, in a kind of bucket more than an hundred fa- 
thom; the profpeft growing ftill more gloomy, yet 
fttil widening, as yoii defcend. At length, after 
fwinging in terrible fufpenfe for fome time in this 
precarious (ituation, you at length reach the bottom^ 
and tread on the ground ; which by its hollow found 
under your feet, and the reverberations of the echo> 
feems thundering at tyerj ftep you take. , In this 
gloomy and frightful folilude, you are enlightened 
by the feeble gleatli of lamps, here and there dif- 
pofed, fo that the wretched inhabitants of thefe 
manfions can go from one part to another without a- 
guide. And yet, let me afTure you, that though 
they, by cufiom, could fee objects very diftinflly 
by thefe lights, I couW fcarce difcem, for feme 
time, any things not even the perfon who came 
with me to fhew me thefe fcenes of horror. 

From this defcription, 1 fuppofe, you have but a 
a very diHigrceable idea of the place 5 yet let mc 
afTure you tkat it is a palace, if v/e compare the ha- 
bitation with the inhabitants. Such wretches mine 

F 5 cycis. 
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cjes never yet beheld. The blacknefs of their viik- 
gei only ferves to cover an horrid palenefs, caufed 
by the noxious qualities of the mineral they arc 
employed to procure. As they in general confift of 
malefaftors condemned for life to this talk, they arc 
fed at the public expence ; but they feldom confumc 

much proviiion. They lofe their appetites in a 

ihort time; and comnnonly in about two yean 
expire, from a total contraction of the joints of the 
body. 

In this horrid manfion I walked after my guide 
for fome time, pondering on the ftrange tyranny 
and avarice of mankind, when I was accofked by a 
voice behind me, calling me by name, and enquiring 
after my health with the mod cordial affection. I 
turned and faw a creature all black and hideousy 
who approached me, with a moft piteous accent, 
demanding, " Ah! Mr. Everard, don't you know 
me ?** Good God ! what was my furprize, when, 
through the veil of his wretchednefs, I difcovered 
the features of my old and dear friend Count Alberti! 
I flew to him with affcdion } and, after a. tear of con- 
dolance, alked how he came there I To this he re- 
plied, that having fought a duel with a general of 
the Auftrian infantry againft the emperor's con>- 
mand, and having left him for dead, he was ob- 
liged to fly into one of the forefls of Ifl:ria,* where 
be was firft taken, and afterwards vflhLeltered, by 

feme 
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fomc banditti, wlio had long infefted that quarter. 
With thcfe he had lived for nine months, till, by it 
clofc inveftiture of the place in which they were 
concealed, and after a very obftinatc refiftance, , in 
which the greateft part of them fell, he was fecured 
and carried to Vienna, in order to be broken alive 
on the wheel. When he arrived at the capital, he 
was quickly known, and, fever^l of the aifociatdt 
of his accufation and danger witneiCng his inno- 
cence, his puniibmentof the rack was changed into 
that of perpetual confinement and labour in the 
mines of Idra. A fentence^ in my opinion, a 
thoufand times worfe than death. 

As Alberti was giving me this account, a young' 
woman came up to him, who, at once I faw had 
been born for better fortune. The dreadful iituation 
of the place was not able to deftroy her beauty^ 
and even in this fcenc of wretchednefs flie feeni- 
ed to have charms to grace the moft brilliant affem- 
bly. 

This lady was daughter to one of the firft families 
in Germany, and, having tried every means to pr#- - 
cure her lover's pardon without effeA, was at laft 
refolved to fbare his miferies, as ihe could not re-« 
lie ve them. With him ihe accordingly defcended 
into thefe manfions, from which few ever return ; 
aad with him flie is contented to Hve> forgetting 

the 



[ ro8 ] ' 

the gaieties of life ; with him to toil, deipiiing 
the rplendours of opulence, and contented with 
the confcioufnefs of her own constancy. 

« I am, dear Sir, 

Your's, &c." 

Now can I tell all the feelings of your 
dear heart. Now fee I your fancy biify 
with her magic pericil ; and affedling is 
the pidtiire it has begun. Begun — for your 
weeping eyes will not fuffer you to finifli 
it. Can not you through all your tears, 
diftinguifh Albert! and his wife dying in 
each others arms after about half a year ? 
What a fcene ! 

Js there any fum of money you would 
not give to have this tragedy end happily? 
That of courfe. Is impoffible. But Everard 
fpeaks of the poor fouls in his next letter, 
which I may perhaps fend you in ny 
next. 

Come be a good girl, and you (hall 

have it no\y, though it will not give you 
tjiuch confolation. 

"My 
/ 
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. " My Isift t^ you was expreffiye, and perhaps 
too much fo, of the gloomy fituation of my mind. 
I own the deplorable condition of the worthy man 
defcribed in it, was enough to add double {cvcrhy 
to the hideous maniions. At prefent, however, I 
have the happinefs to inform jou, that I was fpe^- 
ator of the moft affiedling fcene I ever yet beheld. 
Nine days after I had written my lad, a perfon 
came poft from Vienna to the little village near the 
mouth of the greater ihaft. He was foon aftgr fol- 
lowed by a fecond, and he by a third. The firft 
enquiry was after the unfortunate Count j and I^ 
happening to, overhear the demand, gave them the 
beft information. Two of thefe were the brother 
and eoufm of the lady, the third was an intimate 
friend and fellow-foldier of the Count. They came 
with his pardon, which had been procured by the 
General with whom the duel had been fbught, who 
was perfectly recovered from his wounds. 1 led 
them with all the expedition of joy down to his 
dreary abode, and prefented to him his friends, and 
and informed him of the happy change in his cir- 
cumftances. It would be impoflible to defcribe the 
joy that brightened up his grief-worn countenance; 
nor was the young lady's emotion lefs vivid at fee- 
ing her friends, and hearing of her hufband's free- 
dom : fome hours were employed in mending the 
"appearances of this faithful couple, nor could I 
ivithout a tear behold him'taking leave of the fornfer 
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wretched companions of his toil. To one he left 
his mattock ; to another his working cloaths ; to a 
third his little houfehold utcnfils, fuch as were ne- 
ceflary for him in that iituation. We foon emerged 
from the mine, and he once again Vevilited the fight 
of the, fun, which he had totally defpaired of ever 
feeing. A poft-chaife was ready the next morning 
to take them to Vienna, whither, lam fince inform- 
ed by a letter from himfelf, they are returned. 
The emprels has taken them into favour ; his for- 
tune and rank are reftored ; and he and* his fair 
partner now have the pleafing fatisfadtion of feeling 
happinefs with double reliih, becaufe they once 
knew what it was to be miferable." 

Says not our friend Sterne, that the cir- 
cumftance of his being at Rennes at the 
very time the Marquis reclaimed his for- 
feited nobility and his fword, was an in- 
cident of good fortune which will never 
happen to any traveller but a featimerital 
one ? — ^I believe it : and every other inci- 
dent of good fortune befall all fuch travel- 
krs! 

Did not I fey this fecond part of the fto- 
ry would not afford you much confolation ? 

Excufe 
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Excufe me for fuch a falfity. That was 
only to furprize you. Well I knew what 
would be my M/s feelings. * 

Are you as deep in aftrology as when 
you wrote laft to me ? On the page I have 
to fpare I will fend you fome hafty lines 
which I fcribbled the other day to ridicule 
the weaknefs of a Dr. W. who is as great 
a— fool at leaft as Dryden, and never fails 
to caft the nativity of his children. 

Kind hearen has heard the parent's prayer. 
Each goflip hails the (on and heir. 
Pray let the Doaor fee." 
My roafter, ma*am? Your labour pad ; 
** He's got among the ftars, to caft 
" His fon*5 nativity." 

Three hours elaps'd, our fage defcends. 

With "well, and how's the child, my friends ?" 

*• He's happy, Sir, ere this."— 
** Happy ! why yonder ftars ne'er fhed 
" Benigner influence on the head 

** Of happier, I gue(s. 
Worth, virtue, wifdom, honour, wealthy 
** Man's bed and only riches^ health, 

" AiTuredly await 

•« rieav'n's 
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" Heav n's favoured child or never more 
" Saj I have knowledge to explore 

** The fecret page of fate. 
** 'Twas there I read my happy boy 
** Full feventy fummers fhoiild enjoy 

** Ere" when nurfe fobb'd and (aid, 

" Good lack! —the babe, to whom kind heaven 
" So many bounteous gifts hath given, 

" Thofe two hours hath been dead." 



LETTER XXXVIL 



To the Same. 

Irelmd, 
16 January 1777. 

One of Lord Harcourt's fuite wilt carry 
this to England. His Lorddiip was relieved 
from guard yefterday by the arrival of the 
new Lord Lieutenant. As politicks have 
not much to do with love, I fhall not troij- 
ble you with a hiftory of the late reign, or 
with a prophecy of what will be the pre- 
fent. . Only let our great aftors take care 

they do not play the farce of America in 
Ireland. 

My 
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My fpirits, I thank you, arc now tolera- 
bly weJl. But you know I am, at leaft I 
know I have been ever fince you have 
known me, a ftrange comical fellow. Nei- 
ther one thing nor t'other. Sometimes ia 
the garret, but much oftncr down in the 
cellar. If Salvator Rofa, or Rouflfeau, 
wanted to draw a pantictdar efaara£ter, I 
am their man. But you and I fhall yet be 
happy together, I know ; and then my 
fpirits, and pafTions will return into their 
ufual channels. 
Why do you complain of the language 
« and tendemefi of my letters? Suppofe 
they were not tender. What would you 
fay, what would you think, then? Mull 
not love fpeak the language of love ? Nay^ 
do we not fee every day that love and reli« 
gi^ have mutual obligations, and conti^ 
nually borrow phrafes from each other? 
P^t Jamie or Jenny, inftead of Chrift, and 
fee what you will make of Mrs. Rowe's 
moft folemn poems, or of Dr. Watts's 
hymns. 

Let 
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Let me trarifcribe you a letter written by 
another perfon to a lady. 

" Sir Benjamin telling me you w^-e not come to 
** town at 3 o'clock^ makes me in pain to know 
** how your fon does, and I can*rhelp enquiring af- 
" ter him and dear Mrs. Freeman. Thebiihopof 
** Worc^fter was with me this morning before I 
" was drefled. 1 gave him my letter to the Queen, • 
" and he has promifed to fecond it, and Teemed to 
*• undertake it very willingly ; though, by all the 
** difcourfe I had with him (of which I will give 
you a particular account when I fee you) I find 
him very partial to her. The laft time he was 
here, 1 told him you had feveral times defired 
yott might go firom me, and I have repeated the 
•• fame thing again to him. For you may eafily ima- 
** gine I would not negle6t doing you right on all oc- 
** cafions. But I beg it again for Chrift Jefus's fake, 
•* that you would never name, it any more to me s 
" for, be afiured, if you fhould ever do fo cruel a 
** thing as to leave me, from that moment 1 fliill 
** never enjoy one quiet hour. And fhould you 
do it without afking my confent (which if I ever 
give you may I never fee the face of heaven I) I 
*' will ihut myfelf up, and never fee the world 
** more, but live where I may be forgotten by 
** human kind." 

What 
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What think you of this letter ? If it 
(houM have been written by a woman to a 
woman, furely you will allow H. to write 
a little tenderly to his own M. This was 
really the cafe. It is tranfcribed from 
** an account of the condudt of the Dowager 
Dutchefs of Marlborough," printed for W. 
Smith in Dame-ftreet, Dublin, 1 742, 
which I bought at Wilfon*s in Dame-ftrect 
yefterday. The pamphlet contains others 
as loving. This I find page 40. It was 
written to Lady Marlborough by her MiC- 
trefe (one would have thought the word 
mijirefs in one fenfe did belong to one of 
the parties) when (he was only Princefs of 
Denmark. It refers to the quarrel betwcea 
the Princefs and her royal lifter atid bro- 
ther-in-law, becaufe fhe Vould not part 
with her favourite, upon Lord Marlbo- 
rough's having difpleafed the King. 

Thefe two female lovers always corref^ 
ponded, under the names of Mrs. Free- 
Alan and Mrs. Morley, at the particular 
dtfire of the Princefs, who fixed upon the 

names. 



[ ii6 J 

names. And this, after fhe was Qiiecn 
Anne. — Be affured, my M. that, akhbi^i 
. I write to you with almoft the fame mad- 
nefs of aflSedlion^ I will ever imitate her 
. ©wmj)k,. for all its royalty, and exchange 
you for a rnnihroom of your own raifing 

L E T T E R XXXVIIL 

To the Same, 

My laft was merry, you know. I can't 
fey as ' much for your laft. To-day you 

muft fufFer jme to indulge my prefent turn 
of mind in tranfcribing fomething which 
was left behind her by a Mrs. Dixon^ who 
poifoned herfelf not long fincc at Innif- 
killen. It was communicated to me by a 
gentleman, after a dinner yeflerday, who 
is come hither about bufmefs, and lives in 
the neighbourhood of Inniikillen. 

The unhappy woman was not above 
nineteen years of age* She had been mar- 

ued 
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ricd about two years, and lived with her 
huftand all that time with feeming eafe and 
chearfalnefs. 

—She was remarkably chearful all the 
fatal day, had company to dine with her> 
made tea for them, in the evening, iet^ 
them down to cards, retired to her cham- 
ber, and drank her cup of arfcnick. 

— She left a writing on her table, la 
which is obfcurely hinted the fad circun;i- 
flance which urged her impatience to this 
defperate ad. 

Enclofed is an exa€t copy even to the 
fpelling. 

. ** This is to let all the world know, thai iicars 
of -me, that it's no crime I -ever committed occafi- . 
ons this roy untimely end ; but dcipair of ever be- 
ing happy in this world, as I have fufiicient reafons ' 
to think fo. I awn 'tis a finful remedy, and very 
uncertain to fcek happinefs, but I hope that God 
will forgive my poor foul ; Lord have mercy on it I 
But all I beg is to let none reproach my friends with 
h, or frffpeift my virtue or my honour inf the leaft, 
though I am to be no more. 

Comfort my poor unhappy mother, and brothers 
and lifters, and let all mothers, tal^e ^are, and never 

force 
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I 

force achild as mine did me: but I forgire her, and 
hopes God will forgive me, as I believe ihe meant 
my good by my mLarriage. 

Oh ! that unfortunate day I gave my hand to 
one, whilft my heart was another's, but hoping 
that time and prudence would at length return my 
former peace and tranquillity of mind, which I 
wanted for a long time : but oh I it grieves me to 
think of the length of eternity 5 and the Lord favc 
me from eternal damnation ! Let no one blame 
/ Martin Dixon*, for he is in no fault of it. 

I have a few articles which I have a greater re- 
gard for than any thing elfe that's mine, on account 
of him that gave them to me (but /le is not to be 
mentioned) — ; — and I have fome well-wifhers that 
I think proper to give theni to. 

Firft, to Betty Balfour, my filver buckles; to 
Polly Deeryn, my diamond ring ; to Betty Mullir 
gan, my laced (uit, cap, handkerchief and ruffles i 
to Peggy Delap, a new muflin handkerchief not yet 
hemmed, which is in my drawer, and hope for my 
fake thofe perfons will accept of theiie trifles, as a 
teftimony of my regard for them. 

I would advife f Jack Watfon to behave himfelf 
in aa honeft and obedient manner ih refpe^ to his 
mother and famil/, as he is all fhe has to defend 
upon now. 

• Herhufband. 
t Her brother. 

ig. 
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I now go in God's name, though againft his com- 
mandsy without wrath or fpleen to any one upon ' 
earth. The very perfon I die for,, I love him more 
than ever, and forgives hiin. I pray God <yrant 
him more content and happinefs than he ever had, 
and hopes he will forgive me, only to remendber 
fuch a one died for him. 

There was, not long ago, fome perfons pleafed 
to talk fomething againft my reputation, as to a 
man in this town ; but now when 1 ought to tell 
^ the truth, I may be believed : if ever I knew him, 
or any other but my hufband, may I never enter in- 
to glory ; and them I forgive who faid fo; but let 
that man's wife take care of them that told hei fo ; 
for they meant her no good by it. 

With love to one, friendihip to few, and good 
will to all the world, I die, faying, the Lord hare 
mercy on my foul ;.with an aii<utce to all peopli ntver 
'• f^ff^^ ^ P^'Jfi^^ ^f onyfart to command them as mm 
did in fpite of me. I pray God ble(s all my friends 
and acquaintance, and begs them all to comfort my 
mother, who is unhappy in having fuch a child as 
1, ^ho is aihamed to fubfcribe myfelf an un- 
worthy and di^raceful member of the church of 
Scotland, 

' I 

Jane Watfon, 
otherwife Dixon." 



My 
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My pen (hall not interrupt your mcdita- 
fions hereon, by making a fingle refledioiL 
We both of us have made, I dare fay, 
too many on it-^She too was Jemf^ and 
had her Robin Gray, 

» 

LETTER XXXIX. 

To the Same. 

Irelaad, tj March, 77. 

If you write as, you wrote laft week, I 
cannot bear this diftance. Pofitiyely you 
inuft think of what 1 propofed laft month. 

That I may not difobey your commands 
this morning by writing too tenderly, I 
will tranfcribe you fomething in return for 
the contents of your laft. It is in a differ- 
ent ftile, but full as capital. Tell me 
whether you don't think my French Rohin 
Gray a good companion to your Ehgtifh 
one. The young Abbe who gave it me, 
afrui;cd me it is almoft totally unknown 
even in France, Louis Petit (a friend of 

Corneille) 



Cornciilc) wrote it, who died in 1693. Do 
let me fet you the taik of tranflating it, 
when you will of courfe give Jeremiah leave 
to go and mind his own affairs. 

Dds que Roi^in cut ?u partir Toinette 
11 quitta U fe foin de Ton troupeau, 
11 jetta loin panetiere £t houlette, 
£t ne ^arda rien que Ton chalumeau. 
II lamenta plus fort qu'un Jeremie -, 
II fouhaita in»lle fois le tre^s ; 
£t, dans Ton mal, il na'a d'autre foulas 
<^e d'entonner, fur fa fl^te jolie. 
Trifle chanfon 9 qui fin it par, hclas! 
Cefl grand piti^ d'cflre loin de s'amic. 

Ccs dcrniers mots, fans ccfTer, il rjf pete, 
Tantot a0is fiir le bord d*un ruifTcau, 
Tantot couch^ defTus la tcndre herbette, 
Tantot le dos appuy^ dHin ornieau. 
One ne aiena Bcrger fi trifte vie. 
Du doux fommeil il ne feit plustle cas? 
Plus qu*un Hermite il fait maifgres repas ; 
Dances et jeux ne lui plaifent plus mie, 

Ef dans fa bouche il n'a rien qu'un helas t . 

C'cft grand piti^ d'eflre loin de s'amie. 

a 11 n'«ft 
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11 n'cft berger qui fon naal ne regrctte ; 
Et pr^s de lui bergeres du hameau 
Viennent chanter, filant leur quenouillett«> 
Pour confoler ce trifte paftoureau. 
Mais kur doux chant point ne 1e folatfcy 
Tant la douleur 1e ticnt dedans fes lacs f 
Pour ne les voir, les yeuz tient toujours bas 
Et, fi leur dit, ** laifTex-moi, je vous pric i' 

Puis auflltot revient i (on 'helas f 

C'eft grand pitle d'eftre loin de s*amic. 

E N V O I. 

Fills de Cyf>ris^ plus malin qu'unc pie, 

A confoler Rohin Ton perd (ts pas : 

fT^inettt feule, nvec fes doux appas, 

Le peut tirer de fa melancholie ', 

Rends la lui done ; car, apres tout ■■ h ^l 

Cell grand piti6 d'eftre loin de s'amie. 

•V 

LETTER XL: 

To the Same. 

Ireland, lo April, 1 7 

Now you fee there are fomethini 
Dreams. But why is not your alan 
letter more particular about your < 

* plj 
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plaint ? Do they nurfe you as tenderly as 
I would ? Are they careful about your me- 
dicines ? For God's lake tell them all round 
what happened lately here to Sir William 
Yorke^ the chief juftice. 

Sir William was grivoufly affliv5ted with 
the ftone. In his fevere fits he ufed to take 
a certain quantity of laudanum drops. On 
calling for his ufual remedy, during the 
moil tacking pains of his diftemper, the 
drops could not be found. The fervant 
was difpatched to his apothecary; but, 
inflead of laudanum drops he aflced . for 
laudanum. A quantity of laudanum was 
accordingly fent, with fpccial charge not to 
give Sir William more than twenty-foui 
drops. But the fellow, forgetting the cau;- 
tion, gave the bottle into his matter's 
hand, who, in his agony, drank up the 
whole contents, and expired in le(s than 
an hour. 

Why, my deareft love, did you con- 
ceal your illnefs from me foiong? Now, 
you may have revealed the Ctuation of 

G t your 
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your health to me too Tale. God forbid! 
— If I write more, I fhall write like a mad* 
man. A gentleman takes this who fails 
for England taday. To-morrow or next 
.day the Colonel wHl be heirc- If Lord S. 
as I have reafon to expe<ft, h^s iiTfluenced 
him to refufe me leave of abfence^'I wiH 
moft certainly fell out diredly, which I 
have an opportunity to do. At any rate I 
will be with/you in a few days. If I 
come without a <x)mraiflion you muft not 
be angry. To find you both difpleafed 
and ill, will "be too much for your poor H. 
For my (ake, be careful. Dr. I in- 
fill upon your not having any longer. His 
experience and humanity ^re upon a par. 
Pofiti vely you muft contrive fome method 
for me to fee you. How can love like 
mine fupport exiftence if you (hould be ill, 
and I (hould not be permitted to fee youi 
— But I can neither think nor write any 
more. 



LET- 
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LETTER XLl 
To the Same. 

Cannon Coftee-houfey 
Charing-Crolf, 4 May, 77. 

Did you get the incoherent fcrawls I 
wrote yefterday and the day before ? Your's 
I fiave this ihftant read and wept over. 
Your feeble writing fpeaks you weaker 
than yon own. Heavens, am 1 come hi- 
ther only to find I mull not fee you ! Bet- 
ter I had fiaid in Ireland. Yet, now do I 
breathe the fame air with you. Nothing 
but your note laft night could have pre- 
vented me, at all hazards, from forcing-, 
my way to your bed-fide. In vain did I 
watch the windows afterwards, to gather 
information from the palling lights whe- 
ther you were better or worfe. For God 
of Heaven's fake fend me an anfwer to 
this. 



Gs LET- 
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L E T T E R 

To Mr 



XLIL 



A. 4 May, 1777, 

3 a dock. 

« 

My dear miftrefs bids me write this from 
her mouth—" Thefe arc the laft words I 
fpeak. My laft thoughts will be on you, 
my deareft H. In tte next world 
we Ihall meet. Live, and cherirti my me- 
mory. Accept the contents of this little 
box. Be a friend to my children. My 
little girl."— ' ' , . 



} 



i 



L E T T E R XLIH. 

To the Same. 

A. 4 M»7, 1 777. 
5 o^clock. 

My dear Soul, 

At the hazard of my life I write this to 

tell you Heaven has fpared my life to your 

prayers. The unfinifhed note, which my 

hafty maid — I can't go on. 

Sir, 
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Sir, 

My dear Miftrefs bids me fay, Sir, 
that her diforder has taken a turn within 
this hour, and the phyficians have pro- 
nounced her out of all danger. — Honoured 
Sir, I humbly crave your pardon for fend- 
ing away my fcribblc juft now, which I 
am afraid has made you uncafy ; but in- 
deed. Honoured Sir, I thought it was all 
over with my poor dear miftrefs ; and 
then, I am fure I (hould have broke my 
heart. For, to be fure, no fervant ever 
had a better, nor a kinder miftrefs. Sir, 
I prefume to fee your Honour to-morrow. 
My miftrefs fainted away as (he began 
this, but is now better. 

A. 6 aVlock. 



G4 LETTER 
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LETTER XLIV. 



To Mifs 



Ctnnon Coffee'houfcy 
»7juae, 1777, 
5 o*clock^ 

As 1 want both appetite and fpirits to 
tducli my dinner, though it has been Hand- 
ing before me thefe ten minutes, I can 
claim no merit in writing to you. May 
you enjoy that pleafure in your delightfid 
fituation 09 the banks of the Thames, 
which no fituation, no thing upon earth, 
can in your abfence afford me ! 

Do you alk me what has lowered my 
fpirits to-day ? Dl tell you. Don't be an- 
gry, but I have been to fee the laft of poor 
Dodd. Yes, "poorDodd!'* though his 
life was juftly forfeited to the lavys of his 
country. The fcene was affedting — it was 
tlie firft of the kind I had ^ver feen ; and 
Ihall certainly be the laft. Though, had I 
been in England when Peter Tolofa was 

defervedl y 
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defer vedly executed in February, for killing 
Duarzey, a young French woman with 
whom he lived I believe I (hould have^^ 
attended the laft moments of a man who 
could murder the objed^f his love. For 
the credit of my country, this man (docy 
he deferve the name of man ?) was a Spa- 
niard* 

Do not think I want tendernefs, becaufe 
I was prefent tliis^ morning, . Will you al- 
low yourfelf to want tendernefev becaufe 
you have been prefent at Leai's madnefe^ , 
or Ophelia's ? Certainly not. Believe me 
(you will believe me, I am fure)— -I do not 
make a profeflion. of it-^ like George S. 
Your H. is neither artifle xv^r AmaUur — ^nor 
do I, like Paoh's friend and hiftorian^ . hire 
a window by the year, which looks upoa . 
the Grafs-market at Edinburgh. 

RaynaU's book you have read, : and ad- - 
mire. For its humanity it merits admira- 
tion, jThe Abb^does not countenance an • 
attendance on fcenes of this fort by his 
writings, but he does by his condudt* . And 

G 5 IwoukJ 
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I Would foonertake Praftice*s word than 
Tlieory's. Upon my honour Raynall and 
Charles Fox, notwithftanding the rain, be- 
held the whole from the top of an unfi- 
nifhed houfe, cloie by the Hand m which 
I had a place. 

However meanly Dodd behaved former- 
ly, in throwing the blame of his applicati- 
on tO' the chancellor on his wife, he cer- 
tainly died with refolution. -More than 
once to-day I have heard that refolution 
afciibed to his hope that his friend Hawes, 
the humane founder of the humane fociety, 
would be able to reflore him to life. But 
I give him more credit. Befides, Voltaire 
c^fcrves that the courage of a dying man 
is in proportion to Uie number of thofe who 

are prefent and St. Evremond (the 

friend. of th^ French M.) difcovered that 
ks Anglois furpajfmt toutes ks nations d mourir. 
Let me furpafs all mankind in happinefs, 
•by poffefling my Ninon for life, and I care 
not how I die. 

Some little circumflaoces ftrucfc me this 

morning, which, however you may refufe 

to 



[. n^ ] 

to forgive me for fo fpending my mornmg, 
I am fure you would not forgive me were I 
to omit.—- Before the melancholy proceflion 
arrived, a fow was driven into the fpace left 
for the fad ceremony, nor could the idea of 
the approaching fcene, which had brought 
the fpedators together, prevent too many 
from laughing, and fhouting, and enjoying 
the poor animal's diftrefs, as if they had 
only come to Tyburn to fee a fow baited. 
After the arrival of the proceffion, the 
preparation of the unhappy viftim mixed 
fomething difagreeably ludicrous with the 
folemnity. The tendereft could not but 
feel it, though they might be forry that 
did feel it. The poor man's wig was to be 
taken off, and the night-cap brought for 
the purpofe was too little, and could not 
be pulled on without force. Valets de 
chainbre are the greateft enemies to heroes. 
Every guinea in my pocket, would I have 
given, that he had not worn a wig, or 
that (wearing one) tlie cap had beea 
bigger. 

At 
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At laft arrived the moment of death. 
The driving away of the cart was accom- 
panied with a noife which beft explained 
the feelings of the fpeftatora for the fufFer- 
er. Did you never obferve, at the fight 
or the xelation of any thing (hdcking, that 
you clofed your teeth hard, and drew. in 
your breath hard through them, foasto 
make a fort of hiding found? This was 
done fo univerfaUy at thQ fatal moment, 
that I am perfuaded the noife might have 
been heard at a confiderable diftance. For 
my own part, I deteded myfelf, in a cer- 
tam manner, accompanying his body with 
the motion of my own; as you have feen 
people wreathing and twifting and biaffing 
themfelves, after a bowl which they have 
juft. delivered. 
Not all the refufcitating powers of Mr. 
Hawes can, I fear, have any efledl; it 
was fo long before the mob would- fuffer 
the hearfe to drive away with his body.-^— 

Thus ended the life of Dr. Dodd. How 
fliQcking, that a man ^with whom I haye 

eaten 
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eaten and ' drank, fhould leave the world 
in fuch a manner ! a. manner which, from . 
familiarity, has almoft ceafed to (hock us, 
except when our attention is called to a, 
Perreau or a Dodd. How many men, 
how many women, how many young, 
and, as they fancy, tender females, with 
all their fenfibilities about ihem, hear the 
founds, by which at this moment I am dif- 
turbed, with as much indifference as they 
hear muffins and matches, cried along thet 
ftreets ! The lajl dying fpeech and cmfej/imy 
hirthj parentage^ and ^i/^fj/zcvi— Familiarity 
has even annexed a kind of humour to the 
cry. We forget that it always announces 
the death (and what a death ! ) of one fel- 
low being ; fqmetimes of half a dozen, or 
even more. 

A lady talks with greater concern of cat- 
tle-day than of hanging-day. And her 
maid contemplates the mournful engrav- 
ing at the top of a dying (peech, with 
more indifference than (he regards ^he ho- 
neft tar hugging his, fweetheart at the top 

of 
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of " Blackeycd Sufan.'^ All that ftrikes us 
is tlae ridiculous tone in which the halfpen- 
ny ballad-finger chants the requiem. We 
little recolledt that, while we are fmilirig at 
the voice of the charmer, wives or huf- 
bands (charm (he never fo wifely ) children, 
parents, or friends, perhaps all thefe and 
more than thefe, as pure from crimes as 
we, and purer ftill perhaps, are weeping 
over the crime and punilhment of the dar- 
ling and fupport of their lives. Still lefe do 
we at this moment (for the printer always 
gets the ftart of the hangman, and many 
a man has bought his own dying-fpeech on 
his return to Newgate by virtue of a re- 
prieve)— ftill lefs do we a{k ourfelves, whe- 
ther the-^retch, who, at the moment we 
hear this ( which ought to ftrike us as an ) 
awful found, finds the haher of death a- 
bout his neck, and now takes the longing 
farewel, and now hears the horfes whipped 
and encouraged to draw from under him 
for ever, the cart which he now, now^ now 
feels departfromhis lingering feet — whether 

this 
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this wretch really deferved to die more 
than we. Alas! were no fpedtator to at- 
tend executions but thofe who deferve to 
live:, Tyburn would be honoured with 
much thinner congregations. 



, ^//7/ Cannon CofFcc-houfe, 

• 

Well — I have made an uncomfortable 
fort of a meal on tea, and now I will con- 
tinue my converfation with you. Conver- 
fation — z plague on words, they will bring 
along with them ideas ! This is all the 
converfation we niuft have together for 
fome days^ Have I deferved the mifery of 
being abfent from my M. ? To bring 
proofs of my love, would -be to bring 
proofs of my exiftence. They mull end 
together. Oh M. does the chafte refoluti- 
on which I have lb religidufly obferved e- 
ver fmce I offered you marriage deferve no 
finiles iiov^ Fortune.? Is then my evil ge- 
nius never to relent ? Had I not determined 
to deferve that fuccels which it is not for 

mortals 
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mortals to command, I fliould never have 
ftruggled with my paffions.as I did the firft 
time we met after your recovery. What 
a ftruggle! The time of year, the time of 
day, the fituation, the danger from which 
you were hardly recovered, the number of 
months fince we had met, the langour of 
your mind and body, tlie bed, the every 

thing -Ye cold-blooded, white-livered 

fons and daughters of chaftity, have ye no 
praifes to beftow on fuch a forbearance as 
tliat ? Yet when your ftrength failed you, 
and grief and tendernefs diffolved you in 
my arms j when you reclined your cheek 
upon my fhoulder, and your yirarm tears 
dropt into my bofom 5 then— who could re- 
frain ; then 

Hi 

What then, ye clay-cold hyper-criticks 
in morality ; 

Then — even then——" I took but one 
kifs, and I tore myfelf away," 

Oh that I could take only one loc^, at 

this moment ! 

Your laft fays tkjim wUlJhinc. Alas, I 

fee 
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figns of it. Our profpedls fecm (hut 
>r ever. 

^ith regard to the ftage— — w« will 
of it. My objedions are not becaufe 
ibt yoi.r fuccefs. They are of a di3e- 

kind the objeAions of love and 

acy. Be not uneafy about my felling 

The ftep was not fo imprudent. 

t think you of orders ? More than 

you know you have told me I have 
luch religion for a foldier. Will you 
^nd to be a poor parfon's wife ? 

1 (hall write till to-morrow at this rate. 

/ E T T E R XLV. 
Tb the Same. 

7 J«^7» 7/- 

ICC laft night I have changed my mind 
ally changed it. I charge you not to 
Irs. Yates this morning. Write her 
your mind is changed. Never will I 
nt to be fupportedby your labours. 

Never, 
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Never, never (hall your face, your perfon, 
your accomplifhments be expofed for fo 
much an hour. By the Jiving God I will 
not forgive you if yoa do not give up all 
thoughts of any fuch thing. 

LETTER XLVI. 
To the Same. 

Croydon^ 
ao Sept. \^^i^ 

That you have taken to drawing gives 
me particular pleafure. Depend upon it 
you will find it fuit your genius. But, in 
truth, your genius feizcs every thing. 
While your old friend is eating his com, I 
fit down to tell you this ; which I would 
not lay to your face, left you fhould call it 
flattery. Though you well know flattery 
is a thing in which ive never deal. My o- 
pinion of the great man's ftile of painting, 
who condefccnds to improve you in draw- 
ing, is exadtly your's. Pofterity will agree 
with us. The fubjedks you recommend to 

his 
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his pencil are fuch ad I ihould have expeft- 
ed from my M/s fancy. While I walked 
my horfe hither this morning, two or three 
fubjefts of different forts occurcd to me. 
All of them would not fuit his ftyle. But 
I know one or two of them would not dif^ 
pleafe you, if well executed. Some of 
them I will fend you ^ 

Louis xiv. when a boy, viewing the 
battle of St. Anthony fitom the top of Cha- 
ronne. In 1650, I think. 

Richard Cromwell, when the Prince dc 
Conti, Conde's brother, told him in con* 
vetiMxyOj at Mbntpdier, without know- 
ing him, that Oliver was a great man, but 
that OUver's fon was a mifcreant for not 
knowing how to profit by his Other's 
crimes. 

Miltort, when the idea firft ftruck him of 
changing his myftery into an epic poem. 

Demofihenes declaiming in a florm. 

William the Conqueror, and his rebel- 
lious fon Robert, difcovering each other in 
a battle j after they had encountered hand 
to hand for fome time. 

Charles 
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Charles 3^11. tearing the Vizir's robe 
with his fpur. And again, after lying in 
bed ten nionths atDemotica. 

** Though my mother could na fpeak„ 

** She look'd in my face till my heart was like 

to break.*" 

* 

/ 

The Abra Prior's Solomon, 

^ Whcti flic, with modeft fcoro^ the wreath re-^ 

turn'd, 
^' Reclin'd her beauteous neck, and inward 
raourn'd/* 

Ovir Eli;zsibeth, whca flie gave her Eflex 
a box on the ear. 

Chatterton's Sir Charles Bawdin, parti- 
ing from his wife—— 

** Then tir'd out with ravinrg loud, 

** She fell upon the floor t 
" Sir Charles exerted all his might, 

** And nuircKd from out the door,*' 

The Conference of Auguftus, Anthony 
and Lepidus' (you are deep in Goldfmith, 

I know.) 
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I know.) Db you remember the fcene ? 
Equally fufpicious of treachery, they agreed 
to meet on a little ifla'nd near Mutina. Le- 
pidus firft paft over. Finding every thing 

fjlfe, 1ie rriade Hhe fjgnal.^ Behold them, 

yonder, feated on the ground, on the high- 
eft part of a defolate tlland, unattendedj 
fearful of one another, marking out cities 
and nations, dividing the whole world be- 
:tween them ; and mutually refigning to'de- 
ftruftion, agreeably to lifts wliich each 
prefented, their deareft friends and neareft 
relations. -—— Salvator Ro& would not 
make me quarrel with him for doing the 
back ground. Your friend, if any one 
living, could execute the figures. 

Let me fuggeft one more fubjed. 

Monmouth's decapitation, in the time of 
James ii. Hiftory fpeaks well of his .face 
and perfon. The drcumftances of his 
death are thefe. He defired the executi- 
oner to difpatch him with more (kill than 
he had difpatched Ruflel. This only ad^ 

dcd 
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de4 to tfeepoor fellow's cofifiifion^ who 
ftruck an infedkual blow. Monraouth rait- 
ed his face from the block, and with a look 
( which I cannot dcfcribe, but the painter 
muft give) reproached his failure. By 
the turn of the head, the effedl of the bbw 
might be concealed, and left to fancy ; who 
might coUedt it from the faces of the near- 
eft fpedtators. — — The remainder of the 
fcene is too (hocking for the eye, almoft for 
the ear. — But, I know not how, whenever 
I am away from you, nothing is too fliock- 
ing for tnc, ' — Monmouth again laid 
down his head. The executioner ftruck 
again and again^ to as little purpofe ; and, 
at laft, threw down the axe. The flierifF 
obliged the man, whole feelings all muft 
pity and refpe(f\, to renew his attempt. 
Two ftrokeis more finifhed the butchery. 

Were it polTible to tear off this laft fub- 
jeft without deftroying half my letter, I 
really would. It will make you fhudder 
too much. But, you fee, it is not pofli- 
ble; and you prefer fuch a letter as this, 

I know, 
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I know, to none. The paper only affords 
me room to fay my horfe is ready. Every 
ftep he carries me from you, will be a ftep 
from happinefs. 



LETTER XLVIL 
To tlie Same. j 

5 Fcbruarj, I'pjB. • 

Oh ! my deareft M. what I have gone 
through fince I wrote to you laft night it is 
impolTible for me to defcribe. Thank God, 
you were not in town ! Suffice it that my 
honor and life are both as you wifli them. 
Now, mine of, laft night is more intelligi- 
ble. How ftrange, that the kindeft letter 
almoft you ever wrote me, (hould come to 
me precifely at the time I was obliged to 
make up my mind to quit the world, or, 
whdt is more, - much morcy to quit you ! 
Yet, fo it was. 

The 
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The ftory my letter mentioned, of a 
friend who had received fuch an affront as 
no human being could away with, was my 
own. Your feelings agreed with me, I am 
fure. Duelling is not what I defend. In 
general, almoft always, it may be avoided. 
But cafes may be put, in which it can be 
avoided only by worfe than death, by ever- 
lafting difgrace and infamy. Had I fallen, 
I know where my laft thoi^hts would have 
lingered ; and you and your children would 
have had fome token of my regard. Be 
affured the matter is for ever at an end, and 
at an end as properly as even you can 
wifh. How happy (hall w« be, in 79, or 
80 (for before that time we (hall furely be 
bleft with each other!), to have thofe 
friends about us who were privy to tins 
day ; and to talk over the poflibility of it! 

H. in all thy future life facred be every 
fifth^ February ! ^ 

My mind is too much agitated to 
write any more this evening. To-m4rrow 
I will be more particular. My laft I am 

furc 
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fure could not alarm you ; though, had any 
thing happened, it would have prepared 
you* Don't be alarmed by this. Upon 
my honour ! (with which you know I never 
preface a falfity) I am not hurt ; nor, as it 
fince turns out, is the other gentleman— at 
leaft not materially. 

One trifling circumftance I muft mention. 
As I was determined either to kill or be 
killed (unlefe fufficient apologies (hould be 
TMdt)^-^th only proper^ and leaft permcious 
idea of dnellmg,-^l did not fee why I (hoijld 
not recruit my ftrength as much as poffible. 
So about three o'clock, I took fome cold 
faddle of mutton and brandy and water at 
my fiiend'fi. After which I went home to 
feal Up fome things for you, where my 
friend was to call for me. When I faw 
him coming to my door between 4 and 5, 
I had juft wrung the-affedionate hand of 
the man I moft value, and committed to 
his care you and your dear little girl, and 
my dear fifter, &c. &c. Love, honour, 
revenge, and all my various feelings would, 

H in 
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in fprte of myfelf, parch my tongue. As 

* 

i took my lut out of my drefling-room, I 
filled a wine-glafs of water, and drank half 
of it, to moiften ray mouth. When I faw 
that glafs again, about an hour ago, on 
returning to that home, which I never 
again thought to fee, in order to write to 
her of whom I thought I had taken ray laft 
leave in this world — when I took* that glafs 
again into my hand, recoUeded my feel- 
ings on fettirig it down, and emptied the 
remainder of its contents, a libation of gra- 
titude to the fuperintending Providence of 
Heaven — Oh M. no pen, not even your's, 
"can paint my feelings ! 

Only remember— in all our future life, 
each fifth of February be ever facred ! 



L E T- 
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LETTER XLVIII. 



To the Same. 



— "fticel, 
a March, 1778. 



Your going o\it of town fo fuddenly has 
not ferved to mend my fpirits, but I will 
be as nKsrry as I can. Were I to be very 
raiferable after my late miraculous adven- 
ture, I (hould be guilty oi fulkmiefs againft 
Providence. The minute account I gave 
you of it laft week, was, I aifure you, 
diftated to my pen by my feelings, before 
they had forgotten the afFefting circum- 
llances. Your obfervations are truly juft 
and ftriking. Unpardonable as the affront 
which I had received appears to mortal 
eyes, I (hould not readily, I fear, have 
found an anfwer to the queffion of the en- 
quiring angel, on entering the world of 
fpirits, " What brings you hither?*' 

Did I tellyou o'Saturday the particulars 
of the poor fellow who fufFered this day 

.Hz . fe'nnight 
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fe'nnight for murdering Mrs. Knightly ? 
They are fingular. He was an Italian, I 
underftand. Such a thing is not credible, 
but of an Italian. 

Mrs. Knightly's account was, that on 
the i8th of January Ceppi came into her 
room, fhe being in bed, locked the dbor, 
fat himfelf in a chair; and told her he >vai 
come to do her bulinefs. She, not under- 
standing this, aflced him to let her get out 
of bed ; which he did. He theri took ffoni ' 
Ws pocket two piftbls. She went towards 
the door in order to get out ; but he fet his 
back againft it. She, to appeafe him, told 
him he might ftay breakfdft. He artfwer* 
«d he would have none, btit would give 
her a good one. She theh dlled out to 
alarm the houfe, rah towards the bed, and 
faid, *' pray, don't (hoot nle !" and drew 
np clofe to the curtains. He followed, and 
difcharged the piftol ; after which he threw 
himfelf acrofe the bed, and fired the other 
piftol at himfelf, -which did not t^ke effedt. 
During this, a waJherworiiah ran up flairs^ 

and 
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und wUh a poker broke the bottom pannel 
of the door, through which Mrs. Knightly 
Yf^s drawn half-naked, and Ceppi, follow- 
^g, ran down flairs ; but was purfued and 
taken. In his defence, he faid, he had 
propofed honourable terms of marriage to 
her, but tliat fhe had refufed and deferted 
him ; that he was overcome with grief and. 
love, and that his defign was not to hurt 
her, but to ftioot himfei-f in her prefence. 

It appears, lam afraid, from all thecir- 
cumftances, that, whatever his defpair 
meant with regard to his own life, he cer- 
tainly was determined to take away her's. 
How unaccountably muft nature have mix- 
ed him up! Befides the criminality and bru- 
tality of the bufinefs, the folly of it ft i ikes 
fne. What — becaufe the perfon, on whom 
I have fixed nty afFeftions, has robbed me 
of happinefs by withdrawing /i^;;'/, fliall I 
let her add to the injury, by depriving me 
of exiftence alfo in this world, and of every 
thing in the next ? In my opinion, to run 
the chance of being murdered by the new 

H 3 objedt 
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object of her afFedlions, or of murdering 
him, is as little reconcilable to common 
fenfe as to common religion. How much 
lefs fo to commit complicated murder, 
which mull cut off all hopes in other 
Avorlds ! ^ • ^ 

Yet, could I believe (which I own I can- 
not, from the evidence in this cafe), that 
the idea of deftroying her never ftruck him 
till his finger was at the trigger — that his 
only intention was to lay the breathlefs 
body of an injured lover at her feet — Had 
this been the faft, however I might have 
condemned the deed, I certainly fliould 
have wept over the monientary phrenzy 
which committed it. But, as nothing ap- 
pears to have paft which could at all make 
him change his plan, I mull (impoffible as 
it feems) fuppofe him to have deliberately 
formed fo diabolical a plan — and muft re- 
joice that he was not of the fame country, 
while I Idhient that he was of the fame or- 
der of beings, v/ilh myfeif. 

If 



\ 



[ 151 J 

If the favour I mentioned to you ©'Satur- 
day be at all out of courfe, pray don't 
afk it. Yet the worthy veteran I want to 
ferve has now and then feen things happem 
not altogether in courfe. , When he called 
this morning to learn how I had fucceeded, 
I obferved to l\jm, while we were talking, 
that he got bald. " Yes," faidhe, (bakings 
his grey hai;s, " it will happen fo by peo- 
ple's continually ftepping over one's head." 

He little fufpeAed the channel of my 
application, but he afkedmethis morning^, 
whether 50I. if he could fcrape it together, . 

properly Hid into Mifs 's hand, might 

not forward his views. My anfwer was^ , 
that I had no acquaintance with the lady, 
but I. knew for certain that (he had never 
in her life foiled her fingers with the fmalleft 
prefent of this fort. 

Happy, bleft, to know you,, to lovej 
you, and be loved by you ! - 



H 3 L E T 
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BETTER XLIX. 

To the Same. 

Hockeriil, 
5 Sept. 1771. 

Here did I fit, more than two years ago, 
in this very room, perhaps in this very 
chair, thanking you for blifs, forparadife; 
all daim to which I foon after Voluntarily 
refigned, becaufe I hoped they would foon 
be mine by claims more juft, if poffible, 
than thofe of love. Two years. — how 
have I borne exiftence all the while ! But 
delicacy, and refpeft for you, enjoined for- 
bearance. And hope led me on from day 
to-day, deceiving time with diftant prof- 
peds which I thought at hand. When will 
the tedious journey end ? When will my 
weary feet find reft ? When fliall ! fleep 
away my fatigues on the down-foft pillow 
of the bofom of love .? Should hope con- 
tinue to deceive me, you never (hall make 
me happy, till you make me your huf- 

band. 
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band. Yet, as we fate upon the grafs, 
under the trees near tlie water^ yefterday, 
juft before you returned me my flick, be- 
caufe you thought the gentleman coming 
along the path by the mill was a certain 
perfon— yet, had I then loofencd another 
button or two of my favourite habh, which 
was already opened by the heat •, had I 
then (you remember, my Laura, the con- 
verfation and the fcene) forgotten my refo- 
lut ion, forgotten every thing, and riotted 
in all your glowing charms, which only 
love like mine could withft^nd — who is he 
would dare to blame me ? Who would 
4are to fay I had done what he would not 
have done? But the fcene muft be fliifted. 
—Sally Harris, you know, arrived only at 
the dignity of Pomona at Hockerill. Had 
my M. her due, mankind at large would 
admit her double claim to the titles of 
Minerva and of Venus. 

To fleep here is impoflibje. As well ex • 
pedt the mifer to fleep in the place where 
be once hung in raptures over a hidden 

H 5 treafure 
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treafiire which Is now loft. This letter I 
have an opportunity to fend to our old 
friend, for you, without taking it to town. 
Let me fill up the remainder of my paper 
with an almoft incredible anecdote I learned 
from a gentleman who joined me on the 
road this morning, and travelled fome 
miles with me. It happened laft week I 
think. Peter Ceppi you remember. Surely 
that Providence which which prevents the 
propagation of monfters, dpes not fuffer 
fuch mmjlrous examples as thefe to propa- 
gate. 

One Empfon, a footman to Dr. Bell, 
having in vain courted for fome time a fer- 
vant belonging- to Lord Spencer, at laft 
caufed the bans to be put up in church, 
without her confent; which flie forbad. 
Being thus difappointed, he meditated re- 
venge ; and having got a perfon to write a 
letter to her, appointing a meeting, he 
contrived to way-lay her, and furprize 
her in Lord Spencer's park. On her 
fcreaming, lie difcharged a piftol at her, 

and 
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and made his efcape. The ball wounded 
her but not mortally. 

Oh love, love, can'ft thou not be con- 
tent to make fools of thy flaves, to make 
them miferable, to make them what thou 
pleafeft ! Muft thou alfo goad them on to 
crimes ! muft thou convert them into dor 
vils ! 



LETTER 

To .the SamCi 



- ilrcet» 



aSJan. 1779. 

> 

The ftiort note I wrote to you laft nighty . 
immediately on my reaching town, you 
received, I hope. But why no anfwer to 
it ? Why do you not fay when we fhall 
meet ? I have ten thoufand things to tell ^ 
you. My fituation in hibrfollc is lovely. . 
Exactly what you like. The parfonage- 
houfe may be made very comfortable at a , 
trifling expence. How happily fhall we 

fpend our time there ! How glad am I that 

I have 
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J have taken orders, and what obligatkM» 
have I to my dear B. to Mr. H. and Dr. V.! 
Now, my happinefe can be deferred no 
longer. My character and profeflion are, 
nowj additional weights in the Icalc. Oh 
then, oonfent to marry me directly. The 
<iay I lead you to the altar will be the hap- 
pieft day of my exiftence. 

Thanks, a thoufand thanks for your teur 
der and affeftionate letters while I was in 
Norfolk. Be aflured G. could mean nothing 
by what (he (aid, Sbe is pur firm friend, 
I am perfuaded. About an hour ago, I 
called there ; but (he was out. Prefently I 
(hall go again wUh this, in the hope of 
hearing fomething about you. 

Oh M. ! every day i live I do but difco- 
ver more and more how impoffible it is for 
me to live without you. 

Dqn^ forget the 5th of next month. 
We mnji keep thaWday facred together. 



L E T- 
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1. E T T E R U. 

To the Same. 



ftrcct, 



7 Feb. 177^. 

While I live I will never forget your 
behaviour yefterday. Were I to live an 
"hundred years, I could never thank you 
enough. But your will be done. 



I I I \i,i. *^mmmmmm^ 



The note I i;ifqued yefterday you got, 
1 hope. If you had not anfwered my lall 
but one, I fliould certainly have thrown 
this bundle of papers into the fire. Since 
you are now a good girl again, I fend 
thetfi to you. May they afford you any- 
thing like entertainment ! It was but laft 
night I finithedlhem. — Adiqu. — ^MuchasJ 
dread the expedition, to-morrow I believe 
muft be the d^y , 

J 7 February, yp. / 



LET- 
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LETTER Ln. 

To the Same* 

At fca — xo February, i 

My dear little angel! I wrote my 
letter to you yefterday at 1 1 o'clock, 
when we failed. I dined at two o'clc 
and, as for the afternoon, 1 had fome r 
fie. I have my own fervant on boardl 
plays, and a couple of hands from Lon< 
for the frx weeks I am out. We wer 
good many at dinner. I had about n 
people yefterday, and fhall have ra 
when the reft of my fquadron join i 
They ftaid with me till near feven. I 
to fupper about nine o'clock i but I co 
not eat, and fo got to bed about lo.* 
then prayed for you, my deareft lo^ 
killed your deareft little hair; and 
down, and dreamt of you j and had ; 
on the dear little couch ten thoufands tii 
in my arms, kiffing you and telling ' 
how much I loved and adored you ; i 



/ 
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you feemeed pleafed ; but, alas, when I 
woke I found it all diHuJim — no body by me 
but myfelf at fea. I rofe by time, at half paft 
five, and went upon deck. There I found 
my friend Billy, and walked with him for 
about an hour, till Bairington came to me. 
We then breakfafted about 8 o'clock, and 
by 9 I began and exercifed the (hips under 
my command till 1 2. It is now one, and 
when I finiOi this letter to you, nriy dear 
love, I fhall drefs and go to dinner at two 
o'clock. It is a rule on board to dine at 2, 
breakfaft at 8, and fup at 9— always, if 
nothing hinders me, I (hall be a-bed by 
10, or foon after, and up by half paft five 
in the morning, in order to have, if there 
is any occafion, orders ready for the fleet 
under my command before I begin to cxer^ 
dfe them. — I am fure the account of this 
day's duty can be no pleafure to you, my 
love i yet it is exaftly what I have done ; 
and as I promifed you always to let you 
know my motions and my thoughts, I have 
now performed my promife this day to 

you, 
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you, and always will until the very laft 
letter you fhall have from me, which will 
be between 5 and 6 weeks hence. I (hall 
fend the Admiralty word that I am arrived 
at Spithead. Then I (hall only wait 
for their anfwer, which will be with me in 
a few hours to ftrike my flag and then 
I (hall return to you that inftant. O' my 
love, mad and happy beyond myfelf to 
tell you how I love you and have thought 
of you ever fmce I have been feparated 
from you ! The wind being contrary to- 
day about one, I put off dinner till three 
o'clock, in order to anchor (hips for this 
this night in Portland road, juft off Wey- 
mouth, about 2 miles. I hope to fail to- 
morrow by 5 in the njprning. I hope you 
are well. I am fure I need npt tell you V 
have had nothing in my thoughts but your 
dear felf, aiad long for the time to come 
back .^gain to you. I will all the while, 
take cure qf myfelf becaufcyoudefire^ my 
dear fittle friend does^, the angel of my 
hgart ! Pray do you take care of your dear 

felf 
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felf for the fake of your faithful fervant, 
who lives but to love you, to adore you, 
and to blefs the moment that he has made 
you generous enough to own him. I hopf , 
my dear, nay I will dare to fay, yoancver 
will have reafon to repent it. The wind 
was not fo contrary but we could have fail- 
ed on : but 1 told Barrington th^t, as it 
was not fair, I would anchor, -efpecially as 
I could fend one of my frigates in, for 
that I had difpatches of confequence to fend 
to London. Indeed, my dear angel, I 
need not tell you. I know you read the 
reafon too well that made me do fo. It 
was to write to you, for God knows I have 
wrote to none ^Ife, nor (hall I tp ^ny otjhef 
but to the King. God bjefs you, moft 
amiable and deareft little creature living 
-^-aimpns toujouis, mon adorable petite 
amour. 

Je vous adpre plqs que la vie mefmc, 
I have been reading for about an lipur 
this morning in Prior, and find thefe few 
lines, juft now applicable to us. 

How 
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How oft had Henry changed his fly difgulfe, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Harrietts eyes j 
Oft had found means alone to fee the dame,. 
And at her feet to breathe his am'rous ffame ; 
And oft the pangs of abfence to remove 
By letters, foft interpreters of love^ 
Till time and induftry (the mighty two 
That bring our wi/hes nearer to our view). 
Made him perceive that the inclining fair 
Received his vov/s with no reluctant ear; 
That Venus had confirmed her equal reign, 
/^And dealt to Harrietts heart a iliare of Henry^s 
pain, 

Such is my amufement to read thofe 
fort of things that puts me in mind of our 
mutual feelings and fituations. Now, God 
blcfs you, till I (hall again have an oppor- 
tunity of fending to you. I (hall write tp 
you a letter a day as many days as you 
mifs herein of me when I do they (hall all 
come Friday 16 June.v God blefs— I (han't 
forget you. God knows you have told fo 
before I have your heart, and it lies warm 
in my bread. I hope mine feels as eafy 
to you, thou joy of my life. Adieu. 

^ Well, 



11 



[ i63 ] 

Wei!, my M. — — how like you my 

pen to-day ? Don't you think I am im* 

proved ? In time I (hall come to write 

fuch letters as may appear in print. Were 

you notfurprifed to read a letter dated at 

fea ; and to find me write about my fqua- 

dron, and the King, and the Lord knows 

what? when we parted but yefter- 

day within the bills of mortality. — Come, 

rU now put off my mafk. The hopes 

you gave me yefterday of fo foon calling 

you rnine, and to-day *s uncommon fine- 

nefs, had quite infpired me with good fpi- 

rits. A' copy of the letter I have juft 

tranfcribed was given me laft night ; and, 

as I promifed to write to you to-day, I 

thought it would amufe you more than any 

thing I could fay. It has blood-royal in it, 

I aflure you ; and I'll take my bible oath o€ 

of its authenticity. When youhav^ nobodrf 

by you but your f elf ^ I think it will make you 

laugh. Compare this King's brother with 

my fexton's fon \ who, during the cotnpo- 

fition. 
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fitipn of this letter, was wj:iting Rowley's 
poen^s. Where I could make it fenfe by 
flopping it, I have. The original is all 
written poft. Cupid never flops to bait. 
Then he has no eyes, you know ; which 
is an excufe for bad fpelling, and confuTion 
in the fenfe. Poor blind boy! It's very 
w.eH he can contrive to write at all. With 
regard to forne of it, we are ftill in the 
dark 5 but I.ady G. made it ojut I dare fay. 
Oh Lovie, almighty Love ! with whjat elo- 
qiicnce does adoration of tjhee infpire thy 
ypitpri^! 

N0W5 in my own charader,-?^W|bftt 
ypu defired fo earneftly (hall certainly be 
flonjC. As to the difparity of our y^i^, 
V^.^t you f^i4 about it yeilerday did ho- 
PiQUr tp your h«art, b^t was ^11 notbing y^ 
the purpofe. My mind is made up. JBe- 
fi^j I Icnew your age all along. Do you 
remember fome fufficiently bald poetry, 
^ith the reading of which I taxed your 

patience, 
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act when I was quartered at * Hunt- 
)n, I believe? May I be hanged, 
n, and quartered, if I did not, at the 

I \^rote it, know as well as yoiirfelf 

many years you were older than I ! 
I well knew you Were not acquainted 

my age; which, by thofe lines, I 
:d to conceal from you. Then t 
ght, if you (hould fufped or come to 
V I was younger than ybti, that thougH 
d^ (as you will fee, unlefs you have 
mitted them to the flames th^y merit) 
s, in fadl, upon our being bom in the 
3 year, on the fanie day almoft — — 

that you might take it to turn upoh^the 
amftance of our birth-days happening 
6ft together ; and fo overlook, in con- 
ring the nearnefs of our birth-days, the 
arity of our ages. 

But 

See Letter XVII. The Editor cannot but ob- 
B, that if Mr. H. had not, in this fiibfequent 
r, by the mcereft accident in the world, ex- 
ned thofe lines, they would have thrown an 
ift fufpiclon of fuppoiitioufnefs on this whole 

volume, 
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But it's ufelefs to fay a word more to mc 
on this fubjedl — all you pointed out I fee— 
and I^ am determined. Remember Ninon. 
You are not quite old enough to be my 
mother. 

By the day after to-morrow I hope to be 
able to tell you your bufinefs is done. — Of 
that fong which I gave you fome time ago, 
and with which you are often kind enough 
to treat me, I have difcovered the author. 
You know what I mean — " When your 
beauty appears, &c. " It was written by 
theeiegantly-fimple Parnell. 

Let me to-day fend you another, which, 
as I never heard you fing it, I fuppofe you 
have never feen — otherwife, from what 1 
know of your tafte, it mull have been 
your favourite. 

volume, and few people would have believed thofc 
letters to have been genuine, from one of which it 
was fo clear that H. was fo very ignorant of Mils 
's age. 'I 

The 
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The moaxw of the foreft after the battle of Flod- 

dcn-field. 

I have heard a lilting, at the ewes milking, 
A' the laiTes lilting before break of day ; 
But now theres a moaning, in ilka green loning, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are Weeded away : 

At bughts in the morning, nae blythe lads are 
fcorningy 
Our laifesare lonely, and dowie, and wae : 
Nae dafling, nae gabbing, but (ighing and fobbing. 
Ilka lafs lifts her leglin, and hies her away. 

In 

Lilting] Singing chearfuTly^ with a brifk lively 
air, in a ftyle peculiar to the Scots i whofe mufic, 
being compofed for the bagpipe, jumps over the 
diCcordant notes of the 2d and 7ch, in order to pre- 
vent the jarring which it would otherwife produce 
with the drone or bafs, which conftantly founds 
an o^ave to the key note. Hence this kind of 
compoiitron is commonly ftiled a Scotch lilt. — * j4*] 
All. — *J/ka] Each.—* Loning] Lane j a word ftill 
in ufe in the northern parts. The word green is 
peculiarly emphatical ; grown over with grafs, by 
not being frequented. — ' Bughts ] Circular folds, 
where the ewes are milked- * Scorning ] Banter- 
ipg, jeering. — * Dotvie] Dowly, Solitary.—* PTae] 
Full of woe or forrow. — * Doffing] Waggiih fport- 
ing.— ' Gabbing] Jeftingly prating, talking gibble- 
gabble.—* LegUn] Can, or milking-pail.-— * Swan- 

hies] 
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In Hai'^ftat th^ fh^a¥ing, naefwankieS are jea-iiig, 
Our banders are wrinkled arid lyard and grey : 
At a fair or a preaching, nae wooing, nae fieeching, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded awaj. 

At e'en in the glooming, nae youngftefs arc 
rooming. 
'Bout ftacks with the laiTes at boggles to play; 
But ilka lafs (its dreary, lamenting her deary, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away. 

Dool and wae fa' the drddr-^feilt btlr Uuh to the 

border ! 
"The Englifh for once by a guile wbn the day : 
The flowers of the foreft, . that flione aye the fore- 

moft, 
The pride of our land now ligs cauld in the clay ! 

We'll ha' nae raair lilting, at the x ewes milking, 
Our wonie'n and bairns now fit dowie and Wae : 
There's nought heard but moaning in ilka green 

loning. 
Since the flowers of the foreft^are weeded away. 

kits] Sv^ains.'— * Barrflers] Bandfters, binders-up of 
the iKaves.—* /^j'/zr//] Hoary : beirtg all old men. 
— * A preaching] A preaching in Scotland is not 
unlike a country fair. — ' Fleetthing ] Fawning, flat- 
tering.-—* Gioormng] Glimmering, tWilight.-^Do 
you remember Chatterton's note on glommeJ, in 
my letter about him?—* Dool] Dolour, forrow. — * 
' fFaefa* ] Woe befal, evil betide.—* Ligs ] Lies.' 

' LETTER 
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LETTER Llir, 
To the Same. 

24th February, 177^. 

Since we parted yefterday I have thought 
a good deal of what we talked about. 
Though I did nbt promife to write to you 
till to-morrow, I take up my pen you fee 
this morning. The bufmefs that is to for- 
ward our marriage (which can alone make 
me happy, and remove that melancholy 
you obferve ) cannot be done till evening—* 
fo I may as well fpend this morning in 
talking to you upon paper. 

The manner in which you account for 
the felf deftrudon of that moft wonderful 
boy Chatterton is phyfical, I aflure you, 
as well ai^ fenfible. Tiflbt, in his EfFay on 
the Dtfeafes incident to Literary Perfons, 
ilarts from ideas very much like yours, 
only they are wrapped up in harder words. 

You fliall fee : 

I 

When 
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When the mind, along time occupied, has forcibi/ 
imprefled an action upon the brain, flie is unable 
to reprefs that forcible a6tion. The (Kock conti- 
nues after its caufes ; and, reddling upon the mind, 
makes it experience ideas which are truly delirious: 
for they no longer anfwer to the external imprefli- 
6ns of obje£ls, but to the internal difpodtion of the 
brain, fome parts of which are now becoiiie inca- 
pable to revive the new mbvettientstiranlmttc^d to 
it by the fenfes. 

The brain of Pafcal was To vitiated by pafiing 
his life in the laborious exercifes of ftudy, thought, 
mnd imagination, that certain (ibfes, agitated, by 
inceflaftt motion, made hrai perpetually feel a fen- 
fation whicli feemed to be excited by a gulph of fire 
-fttuated on one itde of him ; and his reafoh, over- 
powered by the diforderof his nerves, could never 
baniih the idea of this fiery abyfs. Spinello paint- 
ed the fall of the rebel angels, and gave fb fierce a 
countenance to Lucifer, that he was flruck with 
horror himfelf ; and during the remainder of his 
rife, his imagination was continually haunted by 
the figure of that daemon, upbraiding him wldi 
liavingmade his portrait fo hideous. Gafpar Bar- 
laeus, the orator, poet, and phyfician, was not 
ignorant of thefe dangers. He warned his firiend 
Hughens againft them : but blind with regard to 

himfelf, by immoderate ftudies he (b weakened his 

brain, 
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brain, that hethotight his body was made of but- 
ter, and -carefully fhtinned the fire, left it ihould 
melt him ; till at laft, worn ou^ with his continual 
fears, he leapt into a well. Peter Jurieu,v fo fa^ 
mous in theological difpute, and for his commen- 
tary on the Apocalypfe, difordered his brain in 
fuch a manner that, though he thought like a man 
offenfein other refpefts, he was firmly perfuaded 
his frequent fits of the cholic were occafioned by a 
conftant engagement between feven horfemen who 
were flxut up in his belly. There have been many 
inftances of literary perfons who thought themfelves 
metamorphofed into lanterns ; and who complain- 
ed of having loft their thighs. 

No one can deny that Chatter ton muft 
have gone through as much wear and tear 
of the imagination as any perfon Tiflbt 
mentions. But I would give a good deal, 
were it poflible for me never again to think 
about Chatterton, cr about his death, as 
long as I live — for I never do without be- 
ing miferabie. 

What you let fall about the propenfity 
<rf^ the Engli(h to fuicide, is tiot true ; 
though a very popular idea. And yet I 

Iz will 
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will relate to you, in the worlds of ano- 
ther perfon, an inftance of Englifti filicide 
much more cool and deliberate than any 
you ever heard, I dare fay. It is a fad, 
and happened in 1732. 

Richard Smith, a book- binder, and prifoner for 
Jebt within the liberties of the King's-bench, pcr- 
fuaded his wife to follpw his example, in making 
away with herfelf, after they had murdered their 
little infant. This wretched pair were, in the 
month of April, found hanging iii their bed-cham- 
ber at about a yard's diftancc from each other; and 
in n feparate apartment, the child lay dead in a 
cradle. ' They left twp papers inclofed in a fhort 
letter to their landlord, whofe kindnefs they implo- 
red in favour of their dog and cat. They even 
left money to the porter who fhould carry the in- 
clofed papers to the perfon to whom they were ad- 
drefled. In oneof thefe the hufband thanked that 
perfon for the marks of frindfliip he had received at 
his hands ; and complained of the ill oAices he had 
undergone from a different quarter. The other 
papers, fubfcribed by the huiband and wife, con- 
tained the reafons which induced them to a£t fuch 
. a tragedy on themfelves and their offspring. This 
letter was altogether furpridng for the calm refolti- 
tion, the good humour, and the propriety, with 

which 
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which It was written. They declared, that they 
withdrew themfelves from poverty and rags ; evils 
that, through a train of unlucky accidents, were 
become inevitable. They appealed to their neigh- 
bours for the induftry with which they had endea- 
voured to earn a livelihood. They juftified the 
murder of their child, by laying, it was lefs cru- 
elty to. take her with them, than to leave her 
friendlefs in the world, expo fed to ignorance and 
mifery. They profefTed their belief and confidence 
in an Almighty God, the fountain of goodnefs and 
beneficence, who could not polFibly take delight in 
the mifeiy of his creatures : they therefore reiigned 
up their lives to him without any terrible apprehen* 
fions } fubmltting themfelves tp thofe ways, which, 

in his goodnefs, he fhould appoint after death. 

Thefe unfortunate fuicides had been always indui^ 
trious and frugal, invincibly honeft, and remarkabJis 
for conjugal alFeftion. 

This tragedy I have (hown you, bccairic 
I think France, lively France, in whofe 
language fuicide is an AngTtcifm^ can fupply 
me with an anecdote as authentic of fomc- 
thing fiill more cool and more deliberate, 
fincethe motives to the crime (to whicli no 
motive can be fufficiently. firong) were 
fo much weaker. 

_ ^ S on 
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On thc'day before Chrifimas-day, 1773, 
about eleven o'clock, two foldiers came to 
the Crofs-Bow Inn at St. Dennis, and or- 
dered dinner. Bordeaux, one of the fol- 
diers, went out and bought a little paper 
of powder, and a couple of bullets, ob- 
feivingto the perfon who fold them to him, 
that St. Dennis feemed to be fo pleafant a 
place, he fliould not diflike to fpend the 
remainder of his life there. Returning to 
the Inn, he and his companion pafled the 
day together very menily. One Chriftmafr- 
day they again dined as merrily, ordered 
wine, and about five o'clock in the after- 
noon, were found by the fire, on break- 
ing open the door, fitting on the oppofite 
fides of a table, whereon were three empty 
champaign bpltleiB, the following will and 
letter, and a half crown. They were both 
Ihot through the heads two piftolslay up- 
on the floor. The noife_ of the piftols 
brought up the people of the houfe, who 
imrnediately fent for M. de Rouilleres, the 
commandant of tlie marechaufffe at St. 

Dermis. 

The 
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The will I tranflated myfelf from a for- 
mal copy, which was taken for a friend of 
mine at St. Dennis, in 17741. 

The W F L L. 

A man who knpws he is to die, /hovM takeeare- 
to do every tbin^Avhich hisfurvlvors can wi(h him' 
%o have done. We are more particularly in that 
fituation. Our intention h to prevent uneaiiners to 
ourhoft> as well as to lighien the labours oi~ 
thofiq whom curioiity, under pretence of form and 
order, wijl bring hither to pay m vifits. 

Humain is the bigger, and 7, Bordeaiix» am the 
lefler of the two. 

He is drunn^major of mej^re de camp des dragons,., 
and I am ii^ply a dragoon of Belvunce. 

Death is a parage. J addrefs to the gentleman 
of the law of St. Pennis (who, with his firfl clerk 
as afliftant, muft come hither for the fake of juftice) 
the principle, which, joined >to the reflexion that 
every thing muft have an end, put thefe piftols- 
into ourha^s. The future prefents nothing tons 

but what is agreeable ^Yet that future is fhort, 

and muft end. 

Humain is but 24 years of age j as for me, I 
have not yet completed four luftres. No particu- 
lar reafon forces us to interrupt our career, except 

the 

u 
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the difguft we feel at exifting for a moment under 
the continual apprehenHon of ceafing to exift. An 
eternity^ is the point of re-union ; a longing after 
which leads us to prevent the defpotic aft of fate. 
In fine, difguft of life is our fole inducement to 
quit it. 

If all thofc who are wretched would dare to di- 
Yeft themfelves of prejudice, and to look their de- 
ftru^ion in the face, they would fee it is as cafy to 
lay a fide exiftence as to through off an old coat> 
the colour of which difpleafes. The proof of this 
may be referred to our experience. 

We have enjoyed every grati6cation in life, even 
that of obliging our fellow-creatures. We could 
ftill procure to ourfelves gratifications : but 'all 
gratifications muft have a period. That period is 
our poifon. We are difgufted at the perpetual 
famenefs of the (bene. The curtain is dropped ; 
and we leave our parts to thofe who are weak e- 
nough to feel an inclination to play them a few 
hours longer, 

Two or three grains of powder will fooh break 
thefprings of this moving maG of flefh, which 
our haughty fellow-creatures flile the King of 
Beings. 

Meffrs. the officers of juftice, our carcafesare 
at your difcretion.. We defpife them too much to 
give, ourfelves any trouble about what becomes 

of them. 

As 
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As to what we fhall leave behind us — for myfelf, 
Bordeaux, 1 give to M. de Rouilleres, comman- 
dant of th^ marechauflee at St. Dennis my fteel- 
mounted (Word. He will r ecolleft, that, laft year, 
about this very day, as he ^vas conducting arecruity 
he had the civility to grant me a favour for a per- 
fon of the name of St. Germiiin, who had offend- 
ed him, 

The maid of the inn will take my pocket and 
neck-handkerchiefs, as well as the filk ftbckings 
which I now have on, and all my other linen; 
whatever. 

The reft of our efFeifts will be fuffictcnfc to pay 
the expence of the ufelefs law proceedings of which 
we fhall be the fubjeft. 

The half crown upon the table will pay for the 
laft bottle of wine which we are going to drink. 

At St. Dinnis, Bordeaux* 

Chriftmas-day, 1773. Humain. 

Of the following letter from Bordeaux to 
his lieutenant in the regiment of Belzunce, 
I have not feen the french ; I cannot there • 
fore anfwer for the tranflation, which does 
not appear to have been done carefully. 
Another friend fupplied mc with it. You. 
(hall have it as I had it from him. 

15 
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Sir, 



During my refidence at Guife, you lionourec) 
me with jour frieodfhip^ It is time that I thank 
you. You have often told me I appeared difpleaf- 
ed with my fitiHLtion. It was iincere, but not ab- 
folutely true. 1 have fince examined myfelf more 
ferioufly, and acknowledge myfelf entirely difgui^* 
e<^ with ^very ftate of man, the whole world, and 
myfelf. From thefe difcoveries a confequence 
iliould be drawn: if difgufted with the whole, 
renounce the whole. The calculation is not long. 
I have made it without the aid of ^ometry . In 
ihort, I km on the point of putting an end to the 
exigence that I have pofTeiTed for near twenty years^ 
fifteen of which it has been a burden to me ; and, 
from the moment that I write, a few grains' of 
powder will defb-oy this moving mafs o£ (le/h, 
which we vain mortals call the King af Peings. 

** I owe no one an excufe. I deferted, that 
was a crime ; but I am going to punifli it i and 
the law will be fatisfied. 

*• I alked leave of abfence from my fuperiors, to 
have the pleafurc of dying at my eafe. They ne- 
ver condefcended to give me an* anfwer. This 
ferved to baften my end. 

*• I wrote to Bord to fend iio^ fopae deUched 
pieces 1 If ft at Guife, which 1 beg you |o 
accept. Yq» will find they contain fome well-cho- 

fen 
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fen literature. Thtfe pieccr will folicit for me a 
place in your remembrance. 

** Adieiiy my dear lieutenant! continue your 
efteem for St. Lambert and Dorat. As for the reft, 
(kip from flower to flower, and acquire the fweets 
of all kiiowledfey and enjoy every pleafure. 
** Pour moi, j* arrive au trou 
'* Qui n*i(chappe ni fage ni fou^ ' 
•' Pour aller je ire f9ais o4. 
** If we exift after this life, and it is forbidden 
to quit it without permifllony 1 will endeavour to 
procure one moip^nt to inform you of it ; if not^ 
I fhould advife all thofe who are unhappy » which 
is by far the greateft part of mankind, to follow 
my example. 

** When you receive this letter, I (hall have 
been ctead at leaft 2 4 hours. 

Withefteero, &c. 

Bordeaux." 

h there any thing like this in Englilh 

ftory? 
If we extfl after this life — Ah, my brave 

Bordeaux, that is the queftion ^ and a quefii* 

on which even you could not anfwer in the 

eugairvf^ 

■ ■ I. There's 
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•There's the refpeft 



That makes calamity of fo long life. 

For who would bear the whips and the fcoms o'tk' 

time, 
^he fangs ofdefpifed Ivuiy 

(which I could never bear), 

The law's delay. 
The infolence of office, and the fpurns 
Which patient merit of th'unworthy takes ? 
But that the dread of fomething after death 
Puzzles the will. 

And makes us rather-bear thofe ills we have. 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 

The pains thefe two poor fellows took 
(or rather Bordeaux, for he feems to have 
been the principal) to prevent any trouble 
or uneafinefs to their fuvivors, lead me to 
refledl how very uniformly the contrary is 
the condudl of fuicides with us. One would 
fometimes almoft fancy that they ftudied 
how they might comnjit the abominable 
crime fo as to be found by thofe whom the 
difcovery would moft efFeft. Have they 
wives, children 5 It mull be done fometimes 
in their prefence, in bed with them j often 

in 
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in their hearing ; almoft always in fuch a 
manner that they rpay be the firft fpedators 
of It. Mr. Y. Lord F. Mr. S. Lord C. 
Mr. B. are cruel inftances of this. Oh 
for omnipotence to call fuch favages back 
to life, and chain them to the hardeft talks 
of exiftertce I Is not the crime of fuicide fuf- 
ficient, without adding to it the murder of 
a heart-broken wife or child ? Hence you 
may, perhaps, draw an argument that 
every fuicide is a madman. For my part, 
I have no doubt of it ; and if Humain had 
fallen into the hands of a friend lefs mad 

than Bordeaux, he might have lived to 
have fought another day. 

And here ends a long, dull letter, about 
aihort, entertaining converfation (on your 
part at leaft). Don't ftay long out of 
town, or I (hall write you madder notes 
than you received during the week I was 
at . When I think of you, I 

am mad' What muft I be when 

I have reafon to think (or fancy fo) 
that you don't think of me? G. is 

gone. ^ ^ 

^ LET- 



\ 
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LETTER LIV. 
To the Same. 

I Mai^ 1779. 

Though we meet to-morrow, I muft 
write you two words to-night, juft to fay, 
that I have all the hopes in the world ten 
days, at the utmoft, will complete the bu- 
finefs. When that is done, your only ob- 
jedlion is removed along with your debts ; 
and we may, furely , then be happy, and 
be (ofoon. In a month, or Jm weeks at 
furtheji^ from this time, I might certainly 
call you mine. Only remember that my 
chara^er^ now I have taken orders, makes 
expedition neceffary. By to-night's poft I 
fhall write into Norfolk about the alteration* 
at cur parfonage.-«To-morfo w> — G/i 
friendfliip is more than I can ever return. 



LETTER 
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LETTER LV. 
To Charles .Efq. 

%o Mtrcb, 1 779, 

Your coming to town, my dear friend, 
will anfwer no end. G. has been fuch a 
friend to me, it is not poffible to doubt her 

information. What ihtereft has fhe 

to ferve ? Certainly none. Look over the 
letters, with which I have fo peftered you 
for thefe two years, about this bufinefs. 
Look at what I have written to you about G. 
iince I returned from Ireland. She can only 
mean ,weU to me. Be not apprehenfive. 
Your friend will take no ftcp to difgrac^ 
himfelf. What I (hall do 1 know not. 
Without her I do not think I can e^dft. 
Yet I will be, you (hall (ee, a man, as 
well as a lover. Should there be a rival, 
and (hould he merit chaftifement, I know 
you'll be my friend. But Pll have ocular 
proof of every thing before I believe. 

Your's even 
LET- 
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LETTER LVL 

To the Same. 

6 April, 1779. 

It fignifies not. Your reafon'mg Ladmit. 
Defpair goads me on. Death only can 
relieve me. By what I wjote yefterday, 
you mull fee my refolution was taken. 
Often have I made ufe of my key to let 
myfelf into the A. that I might die at her 
feet. She gave it me ats the key of love- 
Little did (he think it would ever prove 
the key of death. But the lofs of Lady 
H. keeps Lord S. within. 

My dear Charles, is it poffible for me to 
doubt G.'s information? Even you were 
ftaggered by the account I gave you of 
what paffed between us in the Park. What 
then Jiave I to do, who only lived when 
flie loved me, but to ceafe to live now (he 
ceafes to love ? The propriety of fuicide, 
it$ cowardice, its crime— ^I have nothing 

to 
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to do with them. All I pretend to prove 
or to difprove is my mifery, and the pofli- 
bility of my exifting under it. Enclofed are 
the laft dying words and confeffion of poor 
Capt. J. who deftroyed himfelf not long ago. 
But thefe lines are not the things which have 
determined me. There are many defefts in 
the reafoning of them, though none in the 
poetry. — His motives are not mine, nor arc 
his principles mine. His ills I could have 
borne. He told me of his inducement poor 
fellow ! But I refufed to allow them. Little 
did I imagine that I (hould ever have induce- 
ments, as I now have, which I muji allow. 
Thefe extraordinary lines are faid to be his. 
Yet, from what I knew of him, I am flow 
to believe it They ftrike me as the pro- 
duftion of abilities far fuperior to his ; of 
abilities fent into the world for fome parti- 
cular purpofe, and which Providence would 
not fufFer to quit the world in fuch a 
manner. 

Till within this month, till G*s infotma- 
tion, I thought of felf murder as yo\atV\mk 

o5 
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of it. Nothing now is left for mc but to 
kap the world to come. If it be a crime, 
as I too much fear, and we are accpunta- 
abk for our paffions^ I muft ftand the trial 
and the punifliment. My invention can 
paint no punilhment equal to what I fuffer 
here. 

Think of thofe paflions, my friend— 
thofe paflions of which you liave fo often, 
(ince I knew Mift — — -> fpoken to me and 
written to me. If you will not let me fly 
frommy mifery, will you not Jet me fly 
from my paflions? They are a p^ck of 
blood-hcHinds which will inevitably tear me 
to pieces. My careleflhefs has fuSered 
them to overtake me, suid now there is no 
ppflibiUty, but this, of efcaping them.—' 
The hand of Nature heaped up every fpe- 
cics of combuftible in my bofom* The 
torch of Love has fet the heap on fire. I 
muft perifli in the flames. At fir ft I might 
perhaps have extinguiflied them-^^ — -now 
they rage too fiercely* j^^.they can be 
(haothered, they can never be got under. 

Suppofc 
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Suppofe they fliould confume any othcf 
pcrfon befide myfclf. And who is he will 
anfwer for paflionsfuch as mine ?— At pre- 
fent, I am innocent. 

Did you ever read D'Arnaud ? Let me 
tell you a ftory I found in him the other 
day. It made me (hudder at the precipice 
on which I Hand. It determined me to 
Ihut the adamantine gates of death againft 
poffibility. 

SaWioi, an It«litn (no EnglilhintA tmH coaimit 
hif crixne)) in vfkoCt mind wf mind difcovefed its 
relation^ becomct intiniace wicli Adelfoo* an En|^ 
fliilupan of fortone, at Rone. Salvini accofflpa<» 
niei him to England, and if iiitjrod«ced by him to 
Mrs. Rlfers and ber dairghltr, hia intended wife. 
Adelfon introduced a rival aad a <*^-*- but yov fliaU 
hear. ;Love» who had never before becnabie to 
conquer Salvini, now tjrranaized over him, ae cm* 
elly as ha has tyrannized over me. The tale ia well 
v/orked up. Love leads his victim, by degrees, 
from one crime to another ; till, at lafl, on the day 
fixed for Nellj'ft marriage with Adelfon, Salvini 
murderf her, and endeavours to murder himfelf« 
The attendants preferve him, a further victim to 
juilice. He h committed tq Newgate— condemned 

to 
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to death. Adelfon bribes a jailor to afford Bllvini 
that opportunity to efcape, which he twice refufes. 
He fatisfics human juftice by fufFering at Tyburn. 
Adelfon and Mrs. Rivers increafe his crime, by 
dying of grief in confequence of it.* 

Oh Charles— Charles — as yet thy H. i? 
no Salvini. Nor will I murder any but 

• When fifft I read this letter I had never heard 
•f D*i\rnaud. I now enquired for fuch a writer. 
Still I could not credit Mr. H. Who coufd believe 
that poor H.'s ftory fhould be related fo many years 
before it- happened, under the name of Salvini ? 
But fo it is. (Bpreuves du fentiment, par M. 
D'Arnaud. Maeftricht, 1774. Tome 3. 101.) The 
circumftance is fo remarkable, that a note an hour 
long might be written upon it. If H.'s ftory be 
more complete than Salvini'sy it does but fHow that 
Nature is a better writer than D'Arnaud. He 
jieldsy yet yields only to her pen ; and even Na- 
ture appears to have borrowed from D'Arnaud.-* 

*• What a compliment !" the reader fays '* What 

** a writer, to deferve fuch a compliment !'* adds 
the Editor. 

Before poor H. concludes this letter, there is an 
allufion to the mod fingular fcene which Roufleau 
has fo wonderfully painted. La muvelie Hekifit 
Lettre 17. 

myfelf 
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niyfelf. — As yet the devil has n6t tempted 
me to plunge my Eloife along with me into 
the unfathomable depths of deftrudtion.-— 
Take the lines I mentioned. They are too 
good for the bad caufe they were written 
to defend.— My watch I have fealed up for 
you : wear it for my fake. Crop has been 
a faithful fervant to me, accept of him ; 
and when he is too old to carry you, let 
him have the run of your park. He once 
(how happy was I that day !)?— he once bore 
the precious burden of her for whom I die. 
Already have I bid you folemniy farewel. 
It ftiall not. be repeated. While I do live^ 

Your own 

H. 

> 

Arcrfc from life, nor.well refolv'd to die, 
Us*d but ta murmur, I retain my breath- 
Yet pant, eniarg'd from this dull world, to trjr 
The hofpitable, though cold, arras of death. 

What future joys Aiould bid^ne wi(h to Htc ? ^ 

What flattering dreams of better days remain ? 

. What profpedt can obfcure eziftence give, 

A recorapence for penury and pain ? 

\ 

Is 
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Is there an h^f^^tt o'er this vntoii'd frame 
Awakened health her wonted glow ihall fpread? 
Is there a path to pleafure, wealth, or fame. 
Which ficknefsy languor, and remorfe can tread ? 

Then wherefore ihoold I doubt? whatffiouldl 

fear ? 
Why for a moment longer bear my grief? 
Behold! my great delirerer is near! 
IdHiiedilite as I wifliy his prompt relief. 

O inftance ftrange of free, but blinded will, 
Difcufs'd fo much, fo little underftood. 
To bear the certainty of prefent ill. 
Before the uncertain chance of ill or good I 

$ut what that chance ? Why, be it^hat it maj 1 
Still 'tis a chance : and here my woes are fure 
Yet think thefe woes are forrows of a day. 
While thofcto all eternity endure. 

Think on the horrors of eternal pain I 
Imagination ftartles at the name ; 
Nor can imprefs upon the labouring brain 
Duration endlefs ftilU and dill the fame. -^-—r 

a 

Well had thou fltid^-^nof can it be impre&'d. 
Hath blind Credulity that abjed flave, 
Who thinks his nothingnefs, for ever blels'dy 
Shall hold eternal crii^h o'er^hc gravei 



Wh€> 
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When oceiiM ceaft tb foil, rocks mfelt awtj. 
Atlas and lEtna (iiik into the plain. 
The glorious fun, the elements d^eay, 
Shall man, creation's flimfieft Work, remain ? 

What (hall remain of man ?— -this outward frai^e? 
Soon fliall it moulder to its native duft- 
Or haply that unbodied fubtle flame 
Which occupies and animates the buft ? 

Let but a finger ache, the kiiidred foul 
its intimate alliance (hall perceive: 
Let ultimate deilru6lion grafp the whole, 
The foul immortal and unchanged fhall live. 

Stop but one conduit, and the tone is loft ; — 
But burft each pipe, and tear up every key. 
Then ihall the decompofed organ's ghoft 
Swell the loud peal of endlefs harmony.— '— 

^ /hall that quality, whofe powers arife 
From various parts by niceft art arran(^d» 
With every fhock they fuffer fympathixe i 
But after their deftrudion live unchanged •"^ 

So much for argument — the legends Tafi^ 
Of pricftly crift reach not th'ingenotis tni^^'^ 
Let knaves invent, and folly will maint»i^» 
The wildcft fyftem that deludes mankin^i' 



J*', 



Si^'^ 



^llgBl^ 



Did th^re extft the very hell they paint ; 
Were there the very heaven they deiire ; 
'Twere hard to choofe, a devil or a faint, 
Eternal iing-fong or eternal fire. 

Ye idle hopes of futtre joys farewell ! 
Farewell ye ground lefs fears of future woe ! 
Lo» the fole argument on which to dwell ; 
Shall I» or (hall I not, this life forego ! 

I know the ftorm that waits my deftin'd head. 
The trilling joys I yet may hope to reap, 
The momentary pang I have to dread. 
The ftate of undifturb'd, undreaming fleep— 

Then all is known — and all is known too well. 
Or to di(lra6t, or to delay my choice : 
No hopes folicit, and no fears rebel 
Againft mine ultimate, determin*d voice. 

Had I fufpicions that a future ftate 
Might yet exift, as haply I have none— 
Twere worth the coft, to venture on my fate, 
Impell'd by curiofity alone. 

Sated with life, and amply gratify'd 
In every varied plcafure life can give. 
One fole enjoyment yet remains untry'd» 
One only novelty— to ceafc to life* 



Not 
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Not yet reduced a fcornful alms to crave, 
Not yet of thofe with whom I liy'd the fjxDrt ; 
No great man*s pander, parafite, or Qave — 
O Death, I feek thy hofpitable port. 

Thou, like the virgin in her bridal Hieet, 
Seemed prepared, confentifig, kind, to lie i^ 
The happy bridegroom I, with hafty feet. 
Fly to thine arms in raptVous extaiy. 



LETTER LVIL 
To Mr. B . ' 

• 7 ApHf, ijjg. 

My dear F. 

' When this reaches you I (hall be no more, 
but do not Jet my unhappy fate diftrefs 
you too much. I ftrove againft it as long 
as poflible^ but it now overpowers me. 
You know where my aflfedlions were pla- 
ced i my having by fome means or other 
loft her's (an idea which I could not fuppoft) 
has driven me to madnefs. The world 
will condemn me, but your heart will pity 
me. Godblefsypu, my dear F. Would 

K I had 
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I had a fam of money to leave you^ tocon- 

vince yon of my great regard! You weie 

almoft my only fiiend. 1 have Wd one 

circumftance from you, which gives, me 

great pain. I owe Mr. W. of Gof- 

port one jiundred pounds, for which 

he has the writings of my houfes; but 

I hope in God, when they are fold, 

and ail other matters coUefted, there wiil 

be nearly enough to fettle your account. 

May alniighty God blefs you and j<?»r*s, 

with comfort and happinefs ; and may 

you ever be a ftranger to the pang* I now 

feel ! May Heaven proteft my beloved 

woman, and forgive this adl, wlii€h alone 

could relieve me from a world of mifery I 

have long endured! Oh! if it ftioirid beia 

your power to do her any a6l of friendlhip, 

remember your faithful friend, 

J.H. 



L E T- 
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LETTER LVIIL 
To Charles — , Efq. 

Tothil-fia!4«- 
8 April, 177^ 

I am alive — ^and (lie is cle;ad. I (hot her, 
and not myfelf. So^e of her blood and 
Wains is ftill upon my cloatbs. i don't 
a(k you to fpeak to me, I don't aflc you 
to look at me. Only come hither, and 
bring me a little poifon ; fych as js ftroog 
enough. Upon my knees, I beg, if > ovir 
friendQiip for me ever was fmcere, do, do, 
bring me foriie poifqn. 



LETTER LIXv . 
To the Same. 

9 April 75, 

Your note juft now ^ and the long let- 
ter I received at the fame time, which 
fliould have found mc tlie day bfore yefter- 
day, have changed my refoiution. The 

K 2 proniifc 



promife you defire, I moft folemnly give 
you. I will mdke no attempt upon my 
life. HadI received your comfortable let- 
ter when you meant I (hould. I verily do 
not think this would have happened. 

Pardon what I wrote to you about the 
poifon. Indeed I am too conipofed For any 
fuch thing now. Nothing (hould tenipt 
me. My death is ail the recomp^nce I can 
make to the laws of my country. Dr. V. 
has fent me fome excellent advice, and 
Mn H. has refuted all my falfe arguments. 
J)veh fuch a being as I finds friends. 

Oh, that my feelings and Ins feelings 
would let me fee my dearejl friend. Then 
i would tell you how Ihis happened. 



LETTER 
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To the Same. 

Newgate, 
14 April, 1779. 

My befl thanks for all your goodnefs 
ce this day fe'nnight. Oh, Cliarles^ 
s is about the time. I cannot write. 



My trial comes on either Friday or Sa- 
rday. It will be. indeed a trial. God 
horn I have fo outraged) can alone tell 
iw I fhall go through it. My refolution 
not fixed as yet about pleading guihy; 
he arguments by which they teli me I 
ay efcape lhat death fo much my due, I 
rtainly will not fufFer to be ufed. My 
efent (iluation of mind you may coUedt 
>m the enclofed copy of what I mean to 
^, if 1 continue in the refolution, in 
lich I yefterday wrote you word I was^ 
pleading not guilty. 

^3 ** Mx 
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♦J My Lord, 

1 (hould not have troubled the Court with the 
cxaminsttioft of witnefles to fupport the charge 
againft me, had I not thought the pleading guilty 
Ko the indlftment would give an indication of con- 
temning death, not iuitable to my prefent conditi- 
on ; and would, in fome meafure, make me accef- 
fary to a fecond peril of my life. And I likewife 
fhought that the juftice of my country ought to be 
fatisfied, by fufFering my offences to be proved, and 
the faft to be eilablifbed by evidence. 

1 (land here the mod wretched of human beings! 
and confefs myfelf criminal iii a high degree. 1 ac- 
knowledge 'vjith Jhame and repmtance that my deter- 
mination againft my owu life was forn:iaI and com- 
plete. I proteft, with that t^g^i6. to truth ijfrhiih 
bec6nQe^ my fituatioii, that the will to deftfby hdfi 
who was ever dearer to me than Hfe, i^a^ never 
mine until a momentary frensty overcame fne> anj 
induced me to commit the deed 1 deplore.— The 
letter which t meant for my brother-in-law, after 
my deceafe, will have its due Weight, as to this 
point, vt'ith good ni^h. 

Before this dreadful a£t, I truft, nothing will be 
found in the tenor of my life, whitrh the commoil 
charity of mankind will not readily excufe. I 
have no wifh to avoid the punifhmeht which the 
laws of my country appoint for my ci^ixhe j but, 
being already too unhappy to feel a punifliment in 

death, 



[ 199 ] 

desuh^ or a fattsfhftion in life, I fttl>mit my(elf to 
the dirpofal ami judgment of Alnii^ty God» and 
to the confequences of this enquirj into my con- 
duft and imention." 

Wha*tever the woild may think, you, I 
know, believe tliat I had no intention 
againft her till the vfry injiant^ The ac- 
count I wrote to you of the (hocking bufi- 
nefs fince it happened, was the real truth. 
All Tuefday, after I had fini(hed my let- 
ter to you, I in vain fought for an oppor- 
tunity to deftroy myfelf in her prefence. 
S,o, again,, on tlic Wedncfday, all the 
nK>m!ng. In the afternoon, after dining 
at poor B.% 1 law Lord S/s coach pafs by 
the Ca!nnon Coffee-houfe, where I was 
watching for it. I followed it to G.'s (in- 
humian, and yet not guilty G. !) From her 
houfe I few it take them to the play. Now, 
I was determined ; and went to my lodg- 
ings, for my piftols, where I wrote a letter 
to B. which I put into my pocket, intend- 
ing to fend it ; but, as I forgot it, the let- 
ter was found there. When I returned to 

K 4 Coventr- 
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Coven t- Garden, I waited for the concluficn 

of the play, in the Bedford GofFee-Houfe. 

What a figure mnft I have been ! Indeed, ^ 

I overheard one gentleman fay to a friend, 

that I looked as if I was out of my fenfes. 

Oh, liow I wifhed for the play to be over! 

I had charged, my piftols with the kindeft 

letter (he ever wrote me; a letter which 

mSde me the happieft of mortals, and 

which had ever fince been my talifman. At 

laft, arrived the end of the play, and the 

beginning of my tragedy. 1 rnet them in 

the ftone paflage, and had then got the 

piflol to my forehead, but fhe did not fee 

me, (nor did any one, I fuppofe.) And 

the crov/d feparated us. This accident I 

confidered as the immediate intervention of 

Providence. I put up my piftol, turned 

about, and (liould (I moft firmly believe) 

have gone out the other, way, and have laid 

afide my horrid refolution, had I ndt looked 

round and feen Mr. M. (whom I rmmedi- 

ately conftrued into the favoured lover de- 

fcribed by G.) offer her a hand, which I 

thought 
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thought was received with particular plea- ^ 
fure. The ftream *6f rhy pafGohs, which 
had been flopped, now overwhelmed me 
with redoubled violence. It hurried me 

r 

after them. Jealoufy fuggefted a new crime 
and nerved anew the arm of defpair. I 
overtook them at the carriage, and 
andi at about the time 1 am now writing 
this, felt more than all the tortures of all 
the damned togetlier. 

"^" What fliai'l T not feel* at the rieccf&ty re- - 
cital of the'tragedy, at my trial ! 

L E T T ER. LXL 

To Mr. ' , ■ in Newgate, 

17 April, 7^. 

If the murderer of Mifs'— — ^ wifties * 
to live, the man he has mod injured will I 
ufe all his intereft to procure his life. . 



K s L E T- 




[ 204 ] 

grateful to thy goodnefs, to be thought unworthj 
thy prcfence, to be driven from the light of thy 
countenance. 

Well thou knoweft I could not brook the 
thoughts of wanting gratitude to things beneath 
tti^. in; the creation; ito a dpg, a horfe: almoft to 
things inanimate ; a tree; a bopk. An4. thinkeft 
thou that I could bear the charge of want of gra- 
titude to thee! .-.■/, 

And, might — O mi^ht I refign the joys of the 
other wprld, which neither, eye ^an fee» nor 
tongue can fpeak, npr imagination dream, for an 
^teroal exigence of love and bli& > with . her, 
whom—— 

Prefumptuous murderer 1 The bJIfs you aik were 
paradife. 

. My father, who art in hefiven, I bow before thy 
mercy ; and patiently abide my fentence. 



Thefe papers which will be delivered to you after 
my death, my dear friend, are not letters. Nor 
know I what to call them. They will' exhibit, 
however, the pidure of a heart wliich has cvfcr 
been your's more than any other man's. ' 



How have I feen the poor foul affected at that re- 
citative of Iphis in her favourite Jephtha ! 

« Ye 
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** "Ye facrcd priefts, whofe hands ne'er yet wcr^ 

ftained 
" With human blood!" 

ft 

Tb think that I iliould be her t)rieft, her mur- 
derer! In one of her letters ihe tells me, I recol- 
ledt, that (he could die witn pleafure by my hand, 
ihe js fure iKe could. -Poor foul ? Little did ihe 
think 

It is odd, but r know for a certainty that this 
recitative afad the air iftrhich follows it, " Farewel, 
&c.*' were the laft words ihe ever fung. Now I 
muft fay, and inay (ay, t^cpirimcntaBy-^^ 

** Farewell, thou bufy world, where reign 
" Short hounoi joy, and jrfiv« of pain T* : v 
I wtqjMioi add 

** Brighter (cenes I feek above, 

** In the tealins of peace and Irvi*' •' 



Love I gracious God, this word in this place^ at 
this time ! 
Oh! 



1' 



Newgtt^ 
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Newgate, Sillily, t8 April, Jf. 

4 id the momlttg. 

O, Charfcs, Charles—torments, tortures! Hell, 
and worfe than hell i 

When I had finiihed my laft icrap of paper, I 
th<>uglM I felt ityfelf compof^df refigned. Indeed* 
1 was Co I am To now. 

I threw niy wearied body-^-^'wearied^ Heaven 
luiows, tnore than any Jabourer's, wkh the work- 
ings of my mind — upon the floor of my dungeon. 

Sleep came vncalied^ ))^t only came to m^ke me 
more completely curfcd. 

TJlis world was pafty ^e next :wito oomei but, 

after thkt, no Other wbrld. AU was revetkd to 

me. My eternal («flfctflctt %ofv quintal mifery (from 

which there was no iflightj of baniihment from the 

prefence of my: feth^^r, of more than .ppctrye'er 

feigned or weaknefs feared, was pad, irrevocably 
patf." .•';••■:.' 

Her verdiA too of puniihment was prOfMttb^ed, 
Yes, Charles — flie, fhc was puniihed — and by 
whofe means puniihed ? 

Even in her angel mind were failings, which it 
is not wonderful I never faw, fince Omnifcience, it 
feemed, could hardly difcern them. O, Charles, 
thefe foibles, fo few, fo undifcernible, were ftiU, 
I thought in my dream, to be expiated. For my 

hand 



\ 
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hand feht hef to heidveii hetott htt time, with all 
iicr few foiblei 6ii her head. 

Charlds, t fa^V the eJtpiiliort^thfefc eyes hthM 
her uhdcrgb the hfeaVeilly punifliitient. 

That paft, ihe was called, 1 thou^, t6 tht 
reward of her tth thotfafid virtues. 

Then, Irt l^eVy deed, bJeganiiiy hell, rtj^Wbrfc 
than woman eirer dreamed df hell. Chanes, I faw 
ner, as plainly as I fee the bars of niy dungeoA, 
through which the eye of day looks upon me now 
for almoft the laft thue. Her face, - her perfon 
were ft iU more divine than when on earth — the/ 
wtrt! €ik(l lirieWv in a^el ftH)uldsi tiet ifvtnd too 1 
bieheld, as pWnf^ a^ her hu ( and all ks febttrr^s. 
't^ ^«^ ih« Aine^that was not caffable of alter- 
atioii foi^ tK% ^ttbn 

But, what faw I elfe? That mind, that perfon, 

that face, that angel-^was in the bofom of another 

ahg;(l. BetWi^eh u^ was i ^1t)h, i {(u1{^h i/hpil6ble ! 

I ioii}A hbt ^o t6 hei', heither tould Are totlie to 
lite. ■./..•.... 

No— nor did flie wifli it. There was the curfe. 

Charles, fhe faw me, where I was, fteep(xi to- 
the lips in niirery. ^ ^)ie faw me ; but without a 
tear^ without one (igh. 

One (igh from her, 1 thought— ^and I could have 
borne all niy fpfferings.. . 

A figh, a tear! She irniied at all my lufFer- 
|ngs. Yes, ihe, even fhe, enjoyed the tortures, 

the 
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the wrackbgs of my foul. She bade her compani- 
on angel too enjoy them. She Teamed to feaft upon 
my griefs ; and only turned away her more than 
damning eyes, to turn them on her more than bleft 
companion. „ j 

Flames and brimftonc— corporal fufferance — were 
paradife to fuch eternal mental hell as this. 

Oh f how I rejoiced, how I wept, fobbed with 
joy, when I awoke, and difcovered it was only 
a dream, and found myM{ in t/ie conJemttfd cello/ 
Neivgate. 



Mr. H. and Dr. V. neither of whom you know, I 
believe, are exceedingly kind to me. The latter 
writes to me, the former fees met continually. 
Your poor H. finds more friends than he merits. 



Among my papers you will fee Tome lines I wrote 
on reading Gatf/Vs» " Werther," tranflated from 
German into French, which, whilie I was in Ire- 

. . land, 

• Extract from the FrencK Tranflator's preface to 

Werther. 

(Werther, traduit de TAIlemande, Maeftricht. 

1776. Second partie, pi 229.). 

Jeune homme feniible ! quand tu eprouveras la 

premiere atteinte de la plus violente despaffions 

pour un objet qui ne peut €tre^ toij tu diras : tel 

^toit 
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And fboalcttlieaffe/ling fuge be h^kpfy read 
Bj foBie new C^rIotte, mmt will fibea be dead— 
(Yesy ftir ilitU die«*^*^le fobee of my lore ! 
And we fkalJ mecf, for {o ike §sdd^ abo^e) — 

O, Charlotte, M , by whatever aame 

Thy faithful Werther bands thee down to fame-^ 
O be tbov fure thy Werther never knows 
The fatal ftory of my kindred woes ! 

do not^ fair one— by my Shocking end 

1 eharge thee I—do not let thy feeling friend 
Shed hi*^ fad forrows o'er my tearful talc :— 
Example, fpitc of precept, may prevail. 

May, Much loved M. though a^fbnd de^e 
To prove thy huiband, prove thy childrens* fircf, 
Tho' thefe, and other duties,^ thoH muft know. 
Would hold hit hand from death's forbidde* 
blow— 

fdrhxn^ encore, peut-^re la vertu s'dloignera dc 
mon coeur ; je chercherai i. f^duire cette feounc ; 
and ii mes efforts font vains, je maflacrerai fon 
€poux — wUt.mime — Fuyons! dvitons le crime, ou 
I'infortune : allons ehercher dans d'autres climats 
Toubli d'un objet trop dangereuzy & la jpuiilance 
de piaiiirs raoins funeftes' 

And ^et, Elk vUme had no effeft on H.- 

Yet 



"ttt Aiigfir ±f ^Todtofy tde ftrll fuVeiy ftfoirt 
Hi^ brigbtefif da^ ia mefaacliof/s cldud ; 
Yet might thy H. lead, fo his laft breath 
A life more (hockitig than even Werther*s 6tiA. 



Ncvrgttc, Suaday, 1 8 April, 75> 
5 o^clock in'tb<< afternoon. 

SiAce I wrote to you tbb ^oming I have more 
thaii once taken tp my peft. For what cfan I d6^ 
which affords me more pleafure that! writing to iktk' 
a frieiid ses yon are, and hate been, to mie ? 

iHeafuref Alas, what bufincifs has ftich k Wretch 
zt I with Axch k word as that ? However, |>otrridg; 
iftyfelf out to you thtis upon piper is, in fot&e 
iheafure, ^wing oflF my forrOfWs-*-^*-it is Utit 
thinking. 

Cruel C \ Km yet I t^n e^tcftife hey. She 

ii^eW hot 6( Whait misitei^ials I wa$ madfe. LordS. 
yHfiiktd (6 ^refefVe' « treatfure Which arty ofte WotiM 
have prized. G. was etAplbyed to ^eferre the 
tfea(bfe. Arid flic fufpe^d not thftt thf firiii, Ay 
etifte*h'ce, Weire WiUpptd up iii it, 

O* toy dear Charles, that you colild prevatil up- 
on yourfelf to vifit this fad place! And yet-'-^our 
mutual feelings would render the vifit ufelcfs. So 

--it is better thuj. j 

Now M 



Now, perhaps, you are enjoying a comfortable 
and happy meal. There, again, my misfortunes ! 
Of happinefs and comfort, for the prefcnt, I have 
robbed you. H. has murdered happinefs. 

But this is the hour of dimmer. How many are 
' now comfortable and happy ? While I 

How many, * again, with every thing to make 
them otherwife, are, at this nioment, niiferable ! 

The meat is done too little, or too much — 
(Should the pen of fancy ever take the trouble to 
invent letters for me, I fliould pot be fufFered to 
write to you thus, becaufe it would feem unnaturaL 
Alas — they know not bow gladly a wretch like 
me forgets himfelf)— The fervant, I fay, has bro- 
ken fomething— fome/r/V«// (as the phrafe is) does 
not make his promifed appearance, and confe- 
quently is not cye-witncfs of the unneceflary 
difhes which the family pretends to be able to af- 
fo/d— or (ome friend (again) drops in unexpectedly^ 
i^nd furprizes the family with no more diihe$ upon 
the, table than are neceiTary. 

Ye home-made wretches, ye ingenious inventor* 
of ills, before ye fuffer yourfelves to be foured 
and made roiferable, for 'the whole remainder of 
this Sunday, by fome trifle or another, which does 
not deferve the name of accident, look here — 
bdiold, indeed, that mifery of which your difcon- 
tentedneis coinpiaiDS I . . 



• Peep throagh the giate of this my onljThabita- 
tion, ye who have town-houfes and country- 
houfes. Look into my foul — recoiled in how few 
hours' I am to die, die in what manner," die for 
"wl«if offence 5 ' 

Now, go, be crofs and quarrel with your wives, 
or your hufbands, or your children, or your gueils 
— begin to curfe and to fwear-^and call Almighty 
God to ^witnefs that yon are the moft miferable, 
*wnlucfey, wretches ttpon the face of the earth-—. 
}>ecaiife the meat is roafted half a dozen turns too 
much^ or4>ecaufe your cooks have not put enovgh 
of feafbninginto your pies. , * 

I was obliged to lay down my pen. Such a pic- 
Cure ^s this, in which inyfelf made the principal 
figure^ was rather too- much. 
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Good God I — to look back over the dreadful in- 

-terval between to-day and laft O^ober two years. 

What a tale would it make of woe ! Take warnr 

'ing from me, my fellow creatures^ and do not love 

like H. 



Still, 



^ 7 o'<;iock. 

'WhtaXhtSe looCtt Jbicqhereatpiipers (fhaI],cpfQ^ 
^0 ^onr Juads afltier l^x 4efith^ it yriU a9br4 yop 
fome confolation to know my temper fitf Jmn4 M 
M. 

Qiarles, ^ the nwAibmofneat ^f>pi;oaches, I feel 
gnyftX iOionej And^nocey ^od morC) CQia{K)fcd» and 
.calm,4odre6igiied. 

it dwcL^is, you know, iwu nay x>pinJon, that 
nan could bear a great load ^f ^flSiJ^ion better 
tlMuia fin^H one. Urthouglit fo tben-^novl am 
furc of it. This day fe*i>night J wa^iOiady peifcfUy 
4nad. This aftemopn la?) all (ffMldnef3. 

Tiiis.<kiy iynoightl— To lookback is death, is 
kell. Tis almoll worfei tih^ U> UH>k forwai^d. 



Let m0 endeavogur to (get out of -mjMf. 

dn proof of (hat Qpipioa which you.aiways ridi- 
culed — ^^go to the gaeiing ti^blorr-obfery^. that ad- 
^eoturcr, who is come .with the la(t iitt j iie jcan 
fcrape together. See — how he gnafties his tecib, 
bites his fi(ls, and works .all his limbs ! He has 
loft the firft throw — his 50 are reduced to 46. 
Obferve him now*^with what compofure his arms 
are wrapped about him ! What a fmooth calm has 
fuddenly fucceeded to that dreadful ftorm which fo 

lately 
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lately tore up bis wbol^^comi^^iiancei WMftO« the 
jreafon thipk yoA?^ {i$L^ fort^me ^Ued on him? 
— ^Diredtl^ tj^^ con^rai^. His 40 s^ive opwdwindi^d 
jiwaj to five. His 4|JJ» nay motc'p his very ..ejaft- 
ence> his refplutipn to live or die, depend •^pon 
.this tjirow. Msixk .boAi — how calmly, btoyr cMp- 
lefsly he tycs the box. I am not fvire ))e does npt 
aJiiioft v/ifh^to lofe, that, he may defy ill-lu.<?k» and 
tell ber ihe has donje hex wojrft. 

See — r^ 

. — On a moment'js point, tV iaipojrl;aat djc^ 

Of life and death fpins do}ibtfQl ece it ^U^ 

And .turns 4flp-^eat^. 
•I'll (iirrender my opinion for untensiblc, if ^ pom- 
' mon obferver, from .his countenance, wop Id not 
rather point him put as the winner, than the agi- 
tated perfon yonder who, really has won. 

Since I wrote what you laft read, J caught 

mjfelf marching up and down my cell ,with the 

. ftepof hau^tincfs> hugging my fclf in my two 

ar«)s; and muttering between my ;grating ;e«th, 

** What a cQtiipUat ^wretch 1 am J" 



^ 



But — is there not a God! Did not that God 
create me? Does not that God know my heart, my 
whole heart? Oh I yes, yes, yes! 

To-morrow then— And let to-morrow come — ^1 

am prepared. 

God 



i 
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God (wlio knows my heart,, and will judge me, 
I trull, by that heart) knows it is not with a view 
to dimiaiih n)y own guilt, the magnitude and 
enormity whfcreof I acknowledge— but-^let not 
ihofe, who fui*vive me, flatter themfelves that all 
the giiih of mankind goes to the grave, to the gal- 
lows (gracious heaven) with H. 

I fliall leave behind me culprits af the fame kind 
mf 1155/4?//"— culprits who will not make my trifling 
atonement of an ignominious death. Oh may they 
fee their crimes, andP weep over them before they 
are tonfronted with the injured parties at the foot- 
ftool of the throne of the God of heaven ! 

Thefe ^re crimes (as indeed are all the crimes of 
men, however noifelefs or inaudible) with which 
'the litlehing angel flies up to heaven's chancery— 
but tl^efe are not they upon which the recording 
angel drops a tear as he notes them down. The 
pencit of eternity engraves fuch crimes as thefe on 
adamantine tablets, which (hall endufe to the end 
of time. Mine, mine, perhaps, may head the 
lift. 

Bemercifiil, O God! be merciful! 

Reflexion in this world is almoft worfe than the 
worft which offended Omnipotence can inflidt upoa 
me in the next. I muft fly from it. 



And 
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And are there not crimes as bad as mine ? It is 
little my intention to argue away the badncfs of 
my crime — but there furely are, and worfe. 

Let that gallant, gay, young gentleman yonder 
hold up his hand. Yes, fir — you I firft arraign. 
Not for breach of friendftiip, not for falfe oaths to 
credulous virgins, not for innocence betrayed— 
thcfe are no longer crimes ; thefe are the accom- 
plifhments of our age. Sir, you are indicted for 
flow and deliberate murder. — Put not on that con- 
fident air, that arrogant fmile of contempt and de- 
fiance. Demand not with a fneer to have the wit- 
neiffes produced who were prefent when you ftruck 
the ftroke of death. Call not aloud for the blood'*- 
ftained dagger, the dry-drawn bowl, the brain- 
fplailied piftol. Are thefe the only inftruments of' 
death ? You know they are not. Murder is never 
at a lofs for weapons. 

Sir, produce your wife.^— See, feel— what 
indignation flafhes in his eyes! A murderer, and 
the murderer of his wife ! May tHe calumniator — ! 
-—Sir, no imprecations, no oaths ; thofe are what 
betrayed that wife. You did not plant a dagger 
in her bread j but you planted there grief, difeafc, 
death. She, dry who gave you all, was deftroy- 
eSy was murdered by your ill ufage. And not fud- 
denly, not without giving her time to know what 
was to happen. She faw the lingering ftroke, (he 
perceived the impoffibility to avoid it j flie felt it 
tenfold from the hands of a much-loved hufband. 

I, Wert 
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Wcr^ thefe fcraps of paper to bfc fecn by any 
other eye than your's, common people would won- 
der that, in proportion as the moment drew nearcf, 
1 got further and further from myfelf. It may be 
contrary to the rules of criticks, but fo it is. — To 
think, or to write about myielf, is death, is hell. 
My feelings will not luffer me to date thefe differ- 
ent papers any more. 



Let me pay a fmall tribute of praife — Howoftea 
have you and 1 complarined of familiarity's blunt- 
ing the edge of every, fenfe on which ihe lays her 
h^nd ? At her bidding, beauty fades even in the 
eyes of love ; and the fon of pity fmiles at for- 
row's bleeding bread. " In her prefence, who is he< 
that ftill continues to behold the fcene of delight, 
or that Itill hears the voice of mourning .? What 
then is the praife of that gaoler, who in the midft 
of nilfery, and crimes, and death, fets familiarity 
at defiance, and ftill preferves the feelings of a 
man ? The author of the life of Savage gives cele- 
brity to the Briftol gaoler, by whofe humanity the 
latter part of that ftrahge man's life was rendered 
more comfortable. Shall no one give celebrity to 
the prefent keeper of Newgate? Mr. Akerman 
marks every day of his exiftence, by more than 
one fuch d^ed as this. — Know, yc rich and power- 
ful, 
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ful, ye who might favc huedreds of your fellow- 
creatures, from ftarving, by tlie fweepmgs of your 
tables— ;4Caow, that, among the various Creliogs 
of almoft €\^ry wretch wJio qtiits Newgate for 
Tyburn, a concern neither laft nor lead is that 
\v(hich he feels upon leavipg the gaol of which this 
man is the keeper. 



But I can now no longer fly frommyfelf. In a 
few ihort hours the hand which is now writing to 
you, the hand which ■ 

I will npt diftreis either'you or myfelf. My life I 
owe to the laws of my country, and I will pay the 
debt. How I felt for poo^ Dodd! Wclj — you 
fhall hear that I died like a man and a chriftian. I 
cannot have a better truft than in the mercy of an 
all-juft God. And, in your letters, when you 
fhall thefe unhappy deeds relate, tell of me as I 
am. I forget the paflage, 'tis in Othello. 

You nmft fuffer me to mention the tendernefs and 
grtfttnefs of mind of my dearB. The kft mo- 
ments of my life cannot be better fpent than in 
recording this complicated aft of friend/Kip and 
humanity. When we parted, a tafk too much for 
us both I he afked me if there was any thing for 
which I wiihed to live. Upon his prefling me, I 
acknowledged I was uneafy, very uneafy, left 

L 2 Lord 
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Lord S. might withdraw an allowance of 50 pounds 
a year, which I knew he made lo her father. 
** Then," faid B. fqueczing my hand, burfting in- 
to tears, and hurrying out of the room, ** I will 
** allow it him." The affe^ionate manner in which 
he fpoke of my S. would have charmed you. God 
for ever blefs and profper him! and my S. and 
you! and 

(T^e note nuhich follows was ivriiien nviih a pencil. 
All that was legible is here preferued^ though thefe'nfe 
is incomplete.) 



LETTER LXIV. 
To the Same. 

My dear Charles, 

Farewell for ever in this world ! I die a 
fincere chriftian and penitent, and every 
thing I hope that you can wifti me. Would 
It prevent my example's having any bad 
cfFeft if the world Ihould know how I ab- 
hor my former ideas of fuicide, my crime, 
^•••••« • •• • • • 

will be the beft judge. Of 

her 
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her fame I charge you to be careful. My 
poor S. will . . . . • . . . . • 



w ^ V » 

Your dying H. 

LETTER LXV. 

From Charles — — Efq. 
To General — — . 

to Auguft, 1779. 

My dear friend, 

The coach, which pafles through 

to-morrow, will leave a large pack- 



et for , you at the George. When your 
fervant goes to the poft, he may enquire 
for it. The contents are copies of fuch 
fetters as explain the incredible tale of that- 
poor friend of mine, whom you were kind 
enough to patronize while he remained in 
your profeflion, aftekto aflift in promoting 
after he quitted it. Your's of the latter 

L 3 end 



i 



[ 222 ] 

^ ' • 

end of laft month on the fubje<5t c£ his 
death, convincea me you will not be angry 
with me for giving you a fight of thefe 
letters. There were maty more among 
the papers which he fealed up for me on the 
morning of his death ; but a$ they are 
more private, and lefs necel&ry to the 
ttory, I have deftroyed them. 

Your memory will, I know, recoiled 
Rochefoucault's refledion — &* on juge dc 
V amour par la pM-part defes tffits^ il rejembk 
plus dlaham qu' d famitie. 

One very important fa£t ft ruck me on 
confidering this melancholy biifinefs. In 
our recollection three perfons, either ex- 
temporaneoufly or deliberately, have deter- 
mined, to fhoot, firft the objects of their 
fury, and then themfelves — Stir n^ who kill- 
ed Mathews in 1761 ;, Ceppi, whom H. 
mentions ; and poor H. himfelf. They 
all . three fuccceded in the firft inftance, and 
all three failed in the fe^ond. , 

If what 1 am told be trife, what a fcene 
muft have been exhibited at the Shakef- 

peare, 
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bon after the cataftrophe ! H. was 

i with a fight of her body . While 

contemplating the effect of his 

(for madnefs it furel/ muft have 

'o or three people rulhed in, who^ 

too late for the entertainment, 

the murder, and came to learri 

I of the vidtim. One of thefe im* 

y recoUedled H. immediately 

ed Mifs , was, in fad. Lord 

-. What a groupe foK-painting ! 
it not unneceffary, when his pic- 
Irawn at fuch full length in thefe 
. would, give you a ll^etch of the 
man, whom, in fo many years, 
b many different fcenes, I never 
.fioa but to love till the moment he 
I himfelf. To make reflexions on 
'', would be to write* a volume, 
[iphlet called '' Cafe and Memoirs'* 
arable bufinefs ; and may do that 

chief of which H. was aware. 

♦ 

true^^ we are told by the author, " that 
3wn life he had a property ; and by the 

•* laws 



« 
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" laws of nature, He might have dHpofed of it, k 
** he pleaU^d — but, it may be fcddi be^ had nose ia 

Mifs 's, and', as Juch, that be had no right 

to take it from her. Reafon m/^ fupport this 
argument j but is nothing favourable to be faid 
** for a man who prefers death to life, becaufe 
** that life is made wretched by a capricious and an 
** ungrateful woman ? Page xi. 

How very differently does the poor man 
himfclf talk in one of his Newgate papers 
to me, which I have to fent you ! 

" The torture of ray fituation is this, that not a 
** word can be faid tn my favour, unlefs you will 
" fay I am mad. But God knows I poiTefs all ray 
** fcnfes and feelings much too exquifitely. Yet 
** this is not the part of my crime for which I am 
«* always moft forry. Often, very often, I confi- 
•Vfider my crime with refpeft to the influence it 
** may have upon the world. An examplp repre- 
•* fented in life by vice, has more efFe<51 than a prc- 
** cept preached by virtue. No one will imitate 
*< me in murdering the objed of his love, but I 
**may be corifidered by defpair, or by folly, as 
** another precedent in favour of the propriety of 
«' fuicide. Perhaps, if thcfe inftances of defpe- 
** rate cowardice did not go put to this country, 
*• through the channels of our papers, by which 

" meaos 
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' means they are dored up as authorities againft a 

* diTappointment or a gloomy day, fuicide would, 

* with lefs propriety, be termed an Anglicifm. Oh 

* Charles, could the imperceptible, but indifputa- 
' ble, magnetifm of this part of my dory be de- 

* ftroyed, could my countrymen know how I abhor 

* this part of my crime, how thoroughly I was 

* ever ^convinced (except during my phrenzy) and 

* how perfectly I am now perfuaded, that our own 

* ii'vet are no more at our difpof{dsy than the lives of 

* our fellow creatures^ I ihould expire in fomething 

* lefs of mental torture I" 



Worthy foul I while we abhor, we pity 
and refpedt : and fo will pofterity. That 
juftice which condemned thee to death can- 
not refufe a figh, a tear to thy virtues. 
Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit ! Thy Charles, 
when time (hall have a little healed the 
wound made in his friendfliip, will find 
fome way to tell the world thy dying 
wilh. 

My dear General, 

Ever your's 

Charles ■, 

How 
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How poor, how rich, how abjeft, how auguft. 
How complicate, how wortderfol^ is EOaal 
How paffing wonder he who made Uov (uch I 
Who centered ia car make f«<chc ftraa^e extremes! 
From different natures raarv^loufly mixt 
Conjnexion exquidte of diftant worlds.! 
Difti jguifht link in bei!ngs endleis chain ! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity i 
A beam ethereal,, fullied and abibrpt t 
Thongh fulHed and diihonoured, iliU divroe f 
Dim miniature of greatneis i&bibkte ! . 
An heir of glorj ! a frail child of duft I 
Helplefs immortal ! Infed infinite ! 
A worm t a God !-^I tronble at nyttKf, 
Attdth mTiHf amr'lofti 
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